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THE  VIRGINIAN'S  SONG  OP  H^AiEi 

Vi^Tima!  Virginia !  my  howc  far  awar, 

Deer  land  of  inv  birth,  hoy  I  long  Pit  the  day,  ; 

When  roy  wand'ring*  shall  cease  and  nay  f«>  tsteps  once  more 

Shall  turn  to  the  scenes  that  I  love  and  adore ; 

Virginia!   Virginia!  my  dear  native  home  I 

I  ne'er  will  wherever'I  roamt' 

Virginia!   Virginia!   my  dear  na'ive  home! 

I  ne'er  will  forget  tbei  wherever  I  roam ! 

Virginia!  Virginia!  thoa  glor^us  "M  Stati, 
Ti»f  home  :.f  the  valiant,  the  gfi'i  and  the  great; 
W  hose  sons  in  the  front  of  the  battle  have  stood, 
And  in  Liberty's  cause,  n/mrfl  I  ->f*  ib»>ir  life's  blood, 
Thy  unnab  are  tilled  v.  <U  of  ren. 

Their  naqkes  are  the  jewels  that-bbine  in  thj  crown  I 

V'*>-orinial  oh  I  ne'er  may  thy  sons  a 

When  thy  glory  sl< 

But  long  may  .  >y  banner  war-  •  .'i, 

And  "?mc  -(tic1      ,k  t»".  «  ■  ■  - 

May  tl<  ns  bt  f  i  he 


SWEET   SIX 


JfUB. 


"To-morrow,  Ma,  I'm  sweet  sixteen, 

'      And  Jiillv.Uriu 
Has  popped  the  qu. 
And  wants  lo  bi 
To-morrow  m 

He  -  rly^ 

To  taki  in^ 

Across  the  titid  of  barter." 
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HOTHSK. 

''  7  mi  mu?t  not  go,  ny  daughter  dear, 

There's,  no  ujkj  now  a  talking, 
You  fiti.-iil  not  g<>  across  the  fit-Id 

Y\  kh  Billy  Grimes  a  walking; 
To  think  of  his  presumption,  too, 

The  dirty,  ugly  drover! 
•I  wonder  «  here  jour  pride  Jias  gone, 

To  thiak  of  K.utb  a  rover*" 

'  DAUGHTER. 

"Old  Grimes  is  dead,  you  kno'w,  Mamma, 

'  And  cillj  is  no  lonely  ! 
Beside*,  they  say  of  Grtuies*  estate, 

TLat  Billy  is  the  only 
Surviving  heir  to  all  that's  left, 

And  i hut  they  say  13  nearly 
A  gooo  ten  thousand  dollars,  Ma, 

About  six  jrcHVh-kv  yearly  I" 


"I  did  not  bear,  my  daughter  dear, 

Your  last  rernai  k  quite  clearly  ; 
But  li'iHy  i*  a  ch  ver  lad, 

And  no  doubt  loves  you  dearly; 
Remember,  then,  to-morrow  mora, 

To  be  up  bright  and  eai  ly. 
To  take  a  pleasant  walk  with  him 

Across  the  field  of  barley." 


BOWLO  SOGER  BOY*.      • 

Oh  therf't  not  a  trade  that'*  going, 
"Vl  orrb  showing,  or  knowing, 
Like  that  from  glory  growing, 

l>'or  a  bowld  soger  boy  I 
"Where  right  «.r  left  we  go. 
Sure  you  know,  friend  or  foe, 
Will  baTe  the  hand  or  foe 

r  rom  the  bowld  soger  boy  1 
There's  not  a  town  we  marched  thro 
But  ladies  looking  arch  thro' 
The  window  pan  s  wi'    *a  rh  rhro* 
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The  ranks  to  find  th^ir  j  >v.  \ 

ip  the  street,  e.icli  girl  vou  meet,  \ 

With  I)   k  >o  c'v.  will  cry   "My  eye  I  \ 

Oh  i.m't  he  a  darling.  - 

The  buwld  soger  boy." 

But  when  we  get  tV- rout, 
H'iw  they  pout  and  taej    sh  *t, 
"While  to  the  right  about 

(Joes  the  b«»w Id  •••for  boy. 
'Tis  then  the  Um  fair, 
In  despair,  Lear  tbeir  h nr, 
Bat  the  diril  a  erne  1  cire. 

Savs  the  b   wld  g- >„'er  boy! 
For  the  woild  i*  all  before  u.<, 
Where  the  landladies  ad<  -<.' 
Aiii  De't-r  re'ut-e  to  wm  us, 

Huf  chaJk  u*  up  with  j  <v. 
"We  ta*te  her  "tap,  we  Gear  her  cap, 
"Oh  that's  the  chap  far  me/'  snys  she. 
"  Oh  isn't  h^  n  darling, 

The  buwld  gjger  boy." 

•Then  come  alone:  with  me, 

Gramachree,  and  %ou'll  see  . 

How  happy  you  will  b« 

With  your  I  -  boy. 

Faith  if  you  are  up  to  fttu, 
With  a  run,  'twill  be  done; 
In  the  snapping:  of  a  pun, 

Says  the  bowtd  anyer  boy. 
Ami  't     then  that  without  scandal, 
>'       ill   will  proudly  dandle 
The  little  farthing  "candle 

Of  our  mutual  flame,  my  jnyl 
May  his  h^ht  shine  as  brigbt  a;  mine 
"1:1  in  the  line  he'll  blaze,  aud  raue 
The  glory  or  bisonrpa, 

Like  a  bow  Id  »  <ger  boy  I 


SOLDIER'S   RETURN'. 

When  wild  war's  deadly  blast  was  blown 

And  gentle  peace  returning, 
Wi'  uiuiiy  aswee:  lesv, 


> 
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And  mony  a  widow  mourning, 
I  left  the  lines  and  tented  field, 

Where  lang  I'd  been  a  lodger, 
My  humble  knapsack  all  my  wealth, 

A  poor  but  honest  sodger. 

A  leal,  Hpht  heart  wag  in  my  breast, 
Mj  hand  unstained  wi'  plunder, 

And  for  lair  Scotia  haine  again, 
.  1  cheery  on  did  wander. 

I  thought  upon  the  banks  o'  Coil, 
1  thought  upon  uiy  .Nancy, 

I  thought  upon  the  witching  smile 
That  caught  my  youthlm  fancy. 

At, length  I  reached  the  bonnie  Glen, 
W  here  early  life  I  sported, 

I  parsed  the  mill  and  twiftinjr  thorn, 

Where  JVancy  aft  I  courted  ; 
W  ho  spied  1  but  inv  aiu  dear  maid, 
Doifn  by  her  mother's  dwelling  ? 
And  turned  me  touud  to  hide  the  flood 
'Ihut  in  my  e'e  was  swelling. 

Wi'  altered  voice,  quoth  I,  "  Sweet  lass, 
Sweet  as  yon  haw  thorn's  blossom, 

©h  ha^py,  happy  nia?  he  be 
That's  dearest  to  thy  b-'som! 

II  y  purse  is  light,  I've  tar  to  gang, 
Ar*  lain  woujd  be  thy  lodger; 

I've  seivt-d  inv  King  and  country  long, 
'lake  pity  on  a  sodger.' 

Cae  wistfolly  she  gazed  on  me, 

•  A i.d  lovelier  was*  than  ever, 
^tiuth  *-he,  "  A  sodaer  once  1  loved  ; 

Purget  him  shall  1  never: 
Our  humble  cot  and  namely  fair. 

Ye  freely  shall  pat  take  ii  ; 
^hatgallant  badge,  the  dear  cockade, 

Ye're  welcome  lor  the  sake  o't."    . 

Che  grazed,— she  reddened  like  a  rose— 

S3  ne  pale  as  ony  lily, 
She  sank  within  my  arms  and  cried 

"  Art  thou  my  ain  dear  Willie  ?" 


\ 
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By  Him  who  made  yoa  sun  and  sky, 
By  whom  tme  lore's*  regarded, 

I  am  the  man  ;  :  nd  thus  may  still 
Tj     ,  lovers  be  rewarded. 

"The  wars  are  o'er,  and  I'm  comehtme, 

And  find  thee  still  true  hea-ted  ; 
'Tho  poor  in  gear,  we're  ricti  in  love, 

And  mair  we'se  ne'er  be  parted." 
Quoth  she,   "  Mv  grand-ire  left  me  gold, 

A  tnailen*  plenish<'d  fairly  : 
And  come    my  faithful  sodger  lad, 

Thou' it  welcome  to  it  dearly." 

For  gold  the  merchant  ploughs  the  main, 
The  fanner  ploughs  the  manor  ; 

But  glory  i»  the  sodger's  prize, 
The  eodger'*  wealth  is  honor  • 

The  brave  poor  sodfrer  ne'er  despise, 
Nor  ount  him  a-  a  stranger  ; 

Remember  b^'s  our  country's  stay, 
In  day  and  hour  of  danger. 


BRl'JiiVKST  EVES. 

Thous't  pearls  and  diamonds  fair  one, 

Bast  all  that  men  nil. .re. 

And  ha*t  th>*  bnirhif^t  eves,  love, 

II  v  dearest,  what  qrouM  th  m  have  more? 

Th>u  b.i-ttrn;  bri^htf-i  eves  love. 

My  dearest,  what  would'st  thou  have  more? 

With  th''  bright  eves  thna'st  p.iin'd  me, 
M.in  m  er  was  so  tortured  before, 
lliiwn  d..\vn  to  di  spair  thtm  bast  brought  me, 
Mv  drarot,  what  would'*!  thou  have  more? 
With  thv  briirhle-t  fies  thou'ttt  psin'd  me, 
My  deareat,  what  wouL.'kt  thou  have  more  ? 

Those  b^nureous  eves  of  thine,  love, 

Iv'e  sun^  them  ii'er  hik!  o'er, 

In  countie>s  songs  immortal. 

My  deare>t  what  would'st  thou  have  more  ? 

In  countless  songs  Mil  mortal. 

My  dearest  what  would'.st  t:iou  have  more? 


fJP»j-a>. 
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KATY  DARLING. 
Oil,  tbr-r  tell  mo  tl.<>u  art  dead,  Katy  Darling, 

1'br.t  rhy  .'■mile  1  may  never  more  beho.il 
Did  they  tell  thee  1  was  false,  Katy  Darling, 
Or  my  love  for  thee  had  e'er  grown  c  Id  T 
Oh,  they  knew  not  the  loving 
Of  the  heart*  of  Erin's  sons, 
When  a  love  like  to  thine,  Katy  Darling, 
I?  the  goal  to  ihe  race  he  runs. 
Oh  hear  me,  siveet  Katy, 
For  the  wild  flowers  g'eet   >ie,  Katy  Parliug, 
.  And  the  love-birds  are  ciuging  on  each  tree  ; 
Wiit  tb«u  never  n.ore  hear  me,  Katy  Darling? 
Behold,  love,  I'm  waiting  for  thee. 

I'm  k-  eeiing  by  thy  grave,  Katy  Darling, 

This  w<  i  lit  is  ail  a  blank  world  to  me; 
Oh    could'st  thou  hear  my  wai ling's,  Katy  Darling, 

Or,  think.  h»ve.  1  am  sighing  for  thee! 
Cb,  n  •  rbil  ks  the  star*  are  weeping, 

By  their  soft  and  lambent  htrht, 
Ami  tin  heart  would  be  inVltingi  Katv  Darling,, 

C«  uld'.nt  ilo.u  see- thy  lone  Deriuot  this  night. 
(>h,  listen,  »e.  vet  Katy, 
For  the  wild  flowetd  are  sLt*pi8gr,  &i»ty  Par  ling, 

An<i  the  lote-bii.it?  are  nes-iling  id  each  tree; 
■^ili  thou  nerer  more  bear  me,  Katy    Darlings 

Or  know,  love,  I'm  kneeling  by  thee? 

'Tis  nsele^  all  mv  weeping,  Katy  Da' ling, 

but  i*il  pray  that  th\  ^j»ii  ir  be  my  guide. 
And  ihat  when  mv  lil.'i--  -pent,  Katy  hailing, 

TLei  will  l»\  me    twn  r»»  te.-t  by  thy  side. 
Ohv  a  huge  great  f:nef  I'm  bearing* 

Though  i  .-.cat  ce  cat.   In  a\  e  a  j-ij^h  j 
And  I'll  evei  oe  rii  earning,  K»ty  Dai  ling, 

Vi  tin  Sjive  tven  o«<\  'till  I  die. 
For  the wild  flowers  are  sleeping,    Katy  Purling,, 

And  tie  io'e-bin'i-  are  iitwtling  in  each  tree  ; 
Wil't  u<-u  never  no;  re  hear  me,  Kat>   Dai  ling, 

Or  know,  luve,  I'm   kneeling  bv  .bee? 


[UUJCrAS  AlMWEHS* 
,*- c«'t^,  win  bur  wi'  Wallace  bled; 
irctf.  wi.rtie  Si  aoe  has  often  led  j 
W  ele-.me  t<>  \..ur  gory  btd, 
Or  to  victory,  -* 
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2fow'.«  the  dav,  and  now't  the  hour; 
See  the  front  nf  hull-  lower; 
Bee"  approach  proud  Iv.i  ward's  power— 
Ch;uus  and  slavery  1 

Wha  will  he  a  traitor  knare  ? 
Win  pan  fill  h  coward'*  prave? 
AVha  sae  b^st-  a^  b^  ■  slave? 
Let  bun  turn  and 

Wha  for  Scotland's  King  and  law 
Freedom's  BWOrd  will  str«»u«fly  draw, 
Freeman  stand.    >r  fr  -email  ta'  ? 
Let  hiui  folio  r  me  I 

Br  oppression's  w»— <  and  pains ! 
By  v'uui-  sona  in  mm  I 

We  Will  lb  aii  mir  Cr<r-.-*t  vetrn 
JJut  they  sh-ill  be  fr 

Lav  the  pr-uH  u-urpjr  I >>jp  I 
.TyraaM  f'ah  in  e  ei  *  toe! 
Liberty's  in  erery,  blow  J 
Ltft  Ua  do  or  diel 


WK   MKTI 


We  met,  'twa*  in  a  cr   wd  — 

And  I  thought  lie  would  «hun  me; 
He  taiac —    coald  nm  breathe, 

For  hi--  eye  wa.<  an    i 

Henpolc-.'—   i-  ••• 

And  t  is  ktnrie  was  unaltered; 
I  kntw  how  much  he  lelt.  f  >r  hii  deep-toned  r  ice  falter'41 

1  wore  my  bridal  wiiiteuoMj 

Bright  semi  wer<«  i 

How  I  h.ited  the!  3J 

He  called  uk  b.r  iu\   ••.»  ■> ■•— 

As  the  bade  ot  anottj 
Oh!  thou  ha^t  bj«'n  the  ci^e  of  thi*  ansrul*!),  raj  Mother! 

And  once  airaii  we  met,  and  a  fair  y     I  \r-w  near  him, 

He  smile.i  and  wh  >  tm*r  him  ; 

She  bent  upon  Ins  arm —  >n  only— • 

1  wept — tor  I  de*ei  •  >  I  lonel\  — 

And  .^lie  will  be  hi>  Ur  ve  her 
The  love  that  was  r 

The  world  mav  thiok  me  -j^y^  t".,r  <  J  «:n'»ther-; 
Qhl  tbou  b*ii  been  the  onu-c  ot  this  angui.h,  uiy  Mother  1. 
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ALL  HAIL  TO  THE  BBAYE  AND  FREEt 

•  All  hail  f  to  the  brave  and  free, 

On  land  or  on  rolling  sea, 
Whose  hosts  advance,  with  sword  and  lance, 

In  the  cause  of  liberty  ; 

And  whether  in  triumph's  car, 

They  follow  vict'ry's  star, 
Or  patriots*  tall  'neaih  glory's  pall, 

1  hey  still  are  the  pri  e  of  war. 

Then  hail !  to  the  brave  and  free, 

On  larid  and  rolling  sea, 
With  hosts  advance,  with  sword  and  lance, 

In  the  cause  of  liberty. 

Oh  !  who  on  the  rolls  of  fame 

Shall  boast  ot  the  brightest  name  T 
Or  who  shall  bear,  from  wotnan'tair, 

Those  smiles  which  the  world  claim  ? 

for  whom  shall  the  song  arise 

Which  the  people  send  the  skies  ? 
For  whom  shall  bloom,  on  battle  tomb, 

The  laurel  whic\  never  dies? 

Oh!  none  but  the  brave  and  free, 

On  land  or  on  rolling  sea, 
Wh«.se  hosts  advance,  with  sword  and  lance, 

In  the  cause  of  liberty. 

Then  raise  our  flag  on  high  1 

A  meteor   gaint-i  the  uliy  ! 
With  rolling  drum,  we'll  proudly  come, 

T»*  guaid  it  or  to  die. 

Firm  place  the  lance  in  rest, 

Aagaiost  a  auhtul  breast, 
Th<-  trumpets  call,  obey  we  all, 

And  valor  shall  do  ihe  best. 

.And  then  with  the  brave  and  free, 

Ou  laud    r  on  roiling  sea, 
Whose  b<w>ts  advance,  with  sword  and  lance, 

We'll  stng  of  the  victory. 


NO,  KE'R  CAN  THY  HOME  BE  MINE. 

I  have  told  thee  how  sweet  the  roses  are 

In  my  home  beyond   the  sea. 
Where  the  da* k- eyed  maid,  with  sweet  guitar, 

biu  under  the  orange  tree; 
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Then  flV,  oh  flv  from  this  isle  of  storm, 

Whef.e  all  that  i?  fair  must  pioe, 
To  a  sky  more  blue  and  a*  sun  more  warm— 

Henceforth  let  my  huiue  be  thine. 

I  hare  heard  thee  tell  of  a  sky  nj^re  bluo 

And  a  gun  m»re  warm  tbafl  this  ; 
And  I  sometimes  thought,  if  thy  tale  be  true, 

To  dwell  in-tha'  clime  ol  bliss  ; 
But  oh  1  when  I  gaze  on  my  tranquil  cot, 

Where  c'e:nati3  bought  entwine, 
The  land  of  the  stranger  tempts. me  not ; 

So,  ne'er  can  thy  home  be  mine. 

I  will  sing  to  thpe,  if  thou  wilt  rore, 

The  songs  <>f  the  olden  tiu 
Thou  wilt  never  compare  with  my  ardent  lore, 

The  love  of  a  ©older  clime  ; 
Thou  wilt  scorn  the  fruit*  o:  thy  mountain  home, 

Beboidtng  the  pufple  vine; 
Then  come  tn  the  land  ol  lui  birth,  oh!  come— 

Henceforth  let  my  home  be  thine. 

Alas  !  'tin  plain  that  my  mountain  home 

Must  ever  be  pcorond  by  th.-e; 
And  ma\   I  not  fear  th.it  p  tune  will  come 

When  thou  will  hat*  Morn  for  me? 
And  oh  !  there  Id  o:ie  who  lores  me  here, 

u  t    si   \  •  tweet  than  ihine, 

To  uiv  s  mple  ro^te  is  far  more  donr— 

Jio,  ne'ti  can  thy  home  be  mine. 


TAKK  Mi:  HOME: 

Take  me  home  to  the  place  where  I  ti » >t  saw  the  light, 

To  the  -outh  mke 

Where  the  mocking  h:r<t  ru-  "V  night  ; 

Ah!  why  was  1  tempted  to  mum  I 
I  think  with  regret  of  the  df«r  home  1  I 

Of  thl  lien  — 

Of  the  wife  and  dear  one 
And  1  ugh  I  r  the  o 

Tak-J  me  home  to  ill  little  ones  sleep, 

Pern 
O'er  the  nrav«-J  ng  to  weep, 

And  L'.Uiung  lhem  to  rest  when  1  die. 
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Take  nx*  home  to  the  place  where  the  orange  trees  grow, 

To  mv  cot  in  the  ever-green  shade, 
Where  the  flowers  on  the  river' t<  green  margin  may  blow 

Their  .-'■'•eta  on  vtie  bank  where  We  played. 
The  path  L<<  qur  cottage  they  gay  has  grown  green, 

And  the  place  is  quite  hne'y  around, 
And  1  know  ihat  the  .-miles  ami  the  forms  I  hare  seen 
JNovt  lie  deep  in  the  dark  mossy  ground. 

Take  me  home  to  the  place  where  thy  little  ones  sleep, 

Poor  massa  lies  buried  close  by. 
O'er  the  graves  of  the  loved  one*  f  long  to  weep, 
Anu  among-theni  to  rest  when  1  die. 

Take  me  home,  let  me  see  whal  is  left  that  I  knew  :  . 

Can  it  be  that  the  old  bouse  is  gone  !* 
The  dear  friend- of  mv    hi  dhopd  indeed  must  be  few, 

And  1  mu.-t  lament  aij  ahm^. 
But  Vet  I'll  return  to  rhe  place  of  mv  birth, 

Where  my  children  have  played  at  the*  door, 
Wh<  re  they "pulled  the  white  biossonns  rhat.g  uoished  the  earth 
Which  will  echo  their  footsteps  no  uiore. ' 
Take  me  home  to  the  place  where  iny  little  ones  sleep, 

Poor  ruftBsa  lie?  bui  ieO  close  by, 
O'er  the  graves  of  the  loved  ones  I  long  to  weep, 
And  I  fc  gh  for  the  old  p. ace  a^am. 


Mliw 


ERIN  IS  MY   HOME. 

♦ 

0,  1  have  roamed  In  many  lands, 

Ami  mam  frauds  I've  met; 
Not  one  fair  scene  or   kindly  .-mile 

Cnn  this  l<md  heart  forget; 
JJut.  I'll  eoni.ss  tha'  I'm  content ; 

No  more  I  wi-li  i>»  roam  ; 
O,  steer  my  ha..  I'  to  Knn'a  isle, 

Fur  Erin  is  my  h-.me. 

If  Engh  my  place  of  birth, 

I'd  t>v-  her  tranquil  shore; 
And  if  '..'ol'i   ibia  were  my  home, 

Her  *  r^f?    -m  I'd  adore  ; 
Though  pleasant  da.vr.in  both  I  pass, 

1  die  ''u  of  days  to  come  ; 
O.  steer  my  bark  to  ttrin'a  isle, 

F  »r  Kriu  is  my  home. 


I 
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SHELLS  OF  OCEAN. 

One  summer  eve,  w  ith  pensive  thougkr, 

I  wandered  <<n  the  sea-beat  Bhnre, 
"Where  oft  i     bee  I*pS  infant  m 

I  gather'd  shells  \n  da\  s  before, 

1  £ather'd  »belb)  in  day.-  before. 
The  pla*hiog  waves  'ike  »««C   tell, 

KeeponMfe  to  my  biucv  wild, 
A"  dream  came  o'e.   me  like  a  .-pell, 

I  thought  I  \vh*  AUAiu  a  child, 
A  dream  came  oVr  n.e  1 1 ic ►  -  ;•  spell, 

I  thought  I  was  again,  again  a  child. 

I  ?tooped  upna  tb«  i-liMv  strand 

To  cull  the  t..v-  thai  ri«»td  me  layj 
But  ftfl  I  t.».  k  i hem  in  ui»  hand, 

I  thr  w  th-'iu  «■!!.•  b\  nne  a»  ay. 
Oh  !  than,  I  raid,  in  et'rv  sta/e 

By  t.'ys  our  fancy  i.-  be-r 
We  gather  t>teell«  li«""  youth  M  n^e. 

And  then  we  leave  theui  like  a  child. 


BON  NT  JEAK. 

0  I  the  rummer  mnrn  i«  bri.'h  \r  phoning, 

Th-  wild  bird?  wake  * hei-    c«-n/  . 
And  tli<-  «".  ..  uiui  u»ura, 

Win:.-  ihe.-w.-.-i  li.-djre-rosc  ia  blo-.ving, 

1 1,  ill-  w..«.<iiands  green, 
• 

With  iuv  hiartV  true  queen,  ■* 

My  bonny,  bunny   * 

Yet,  'ti?  not  the  rd«y  tint  oT  wmm«r, 

Nor  the  !•••■  »-'  #  > 

Nor  the  streamlet'*  n.-tt  ami  mm  ui'iing  m    «io 

That  make.-  my  peai  I 
'lis  her  finite  thai  h-am*  upon  me  .    >4£| 

'51  id  each  fluW*i 
While  1  bu.dlv  wander 

\\  ith  my  bean't  true  que-D, 
M.  b  Jiin  v,  bonuy  Jean. 

/  '<j0A 
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THE  OLD  CANOE. 

Where  the  rocks  are  gray  and  the  shore  is  steep, 
And  the  waters  below  look  dark  and  deep, 
Where  the  rugged  pine  in  its  lonely  pride, 
Leans  gloomily  over  the  murky  tide; 
Where  the  reeds  and  rushes  are  tall  and  rank, 
Where  the  weeds  £  row  thick  on  the  winding  bank  ; 
.   Where  the  shadow  is  heavy  the  whole  day  through, 
Lies  at  its  mooring  the  old'  canoe. 

The  useless  paddles  are  idly  dropped, 

Like  a  sea-bird's  wing?  that  the  storm  hath  lopped, 

And  crossed  on  the  railing,  one  o'er  one, 

Like  folded  hands  when  the  work  is  done; 

While  busily  back  and  forth  between, 

The  spider  stretches  his  silvery  screen, 

And  the  solemn  owl  with  his  dull  "too-hoo," 

.Nestles  down  on  the  side  of  the  old  canoe. 


The  stern,  half  sunk  in  the  slimy  wave,  » 

Rots  slowly  away  in  its  living  jrrave, 

And  the  green  moss  creeps  o'er  its  dull  decay, 

Hiding  the  mouldering  Oust  away, 

Like  the  hand  that  plants  u*ei  the  tomb  a  flower, 

Or#he  ivy  th  «t  mantles  a  fallen  tower; 

While  many  >»  blossom  of  liveliest  hue. 

Springs  up  o'er  the  stern  of  the  old  canoe. 


The  curr^ntless  wafers  are  dead  and  stiil — 
But  the  liirht  winds  play  with  the  b.:at  at  will, 
And  htzilv  in  and  out  aiiain, 
It  floats  the  h-ntjih  of  it-  rusty  chain, 
Like  the  weary  march  of  the  ha-  ds  of  time, 
'J  hat  meet  and  pa:  t  at  ihe  noon- tide  chime; 
And  the  shore  is  kissed  at,  each  turn  anew, 
liy  the  dripping  bow  of  the  old  canoe. 


O,  many  a  time  with  a  careless  band, 
I  have  pushed  it  away  from  the  pebbly  strand, 
And  paddled  it  down  where  the  stream, tan  quick  ; 
\\  hen  the  v.hii  Is  wet «  wild  and  the  storm  wa»  thick  ; 
And  laughed  as  I  leaned  o  er  the  rocking  side, 
And  looked  below  in  the  broken  tide, 
To  see  that  the  mees  and  bouts  were  two, 
That  were  inn  rare  ;  bacK  lroin  the  old  caooe. 


"mb^ 
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But  now  as  I  lean  o'er  the  crumbling  side, 

And  look  below  in  the  sluggish  tide, 

The  face  that  I  see  is  graver  ^roivn, 

And  the  laugh  that  I  hear  has  a  sober  tone, 

And  the  hands  that  lent  to  the  light  skiff  winga, 

Have  grown  familiar  with  sterner  things; 

But  I  love  to  fnink  of  the  hours  that  flew, 

As  I  rocked  where  tBe  whirl*  their  wild  spray  threw  ; 

Ere  the  hlnrnmr  moved  01  the  green  gra^s  grew, 

O'er  the  mouldering  stern  of  the  old  cauoe. 


THE  SOUTH ERN  GIRL'S  SONG. 
AlR — "  Bonnie  lilnc  Flag." 

Oh,  yes,  I  am  a  Southern  girl, 

1  glory  in  th'.1   name, 
And  boast  it  with  far  greater  pride, 

Than  gl  it  taring  wealth  or  tame. 
I  en    v  not  the  Northern  girl, 

Her  robe  of  beauty  rai»e, 
Though  diamonds  grace  her  snowy  neck. 

Ai  d  pearls  bedeck  o'er  h.iir. 
Hurrah,  hurrah,  for  the  Suouji  South,  so  dear. 
Three  cheers  lor  the  hoiuufpuu  dress  that  Southern  ladies  wear. 

This  homespun  dress  is  plain,  I  know, 
My  hat's  palnetto,  too  ; 

But  i la  n  it  sbowi  what  Southern  girls 

t-oi  So* t hern  rights  will  do. 
We've  s.  nt  the  bravest  of  ojr  land 

To  battle  with  ih-  toe; 
And  we  would  lend  a  helping  hand, 
\\  e  I«»\m  ihe  S..uth,  \  ou  knuv  . 
Hurrah,  hunah,  lofc  the  Sunny"  *»out    .        -1   ir, 
Three  cheers  lor  the  hoiuespuu  diess  that  Southern  ladies  wear. 

Now  Northern  goods  are  oat  "f  date, 

And  since  old  Abe'e  blockade, 
We  Southern  girif-  will  be  content 

With  goods  that's  J*i  uthern  made. 
We  Bcora  to  wear  a  bit  of  lace, 

A  bit  of  Northern    ilk; 
But  niake  our  homespun  dres-es  up,  >• 

And  wear  them  with  much  grace. 
Hurrah,  hurrah,  lor  the  Sunny  South,  so  dear, 
Three  cheers  lor  the  homespun  dress  that  Southern  ladies  wear/ 

//A 
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The  Southern  land's  a  clorious  l^nd,^ 

And  ber's  a  glorious  cause, 
Then  here's  three  rhi-ers  tor  Southern  right* 

A, id  for  the  Southern  bo  vs. 
We  hare  sent  our  sweethearts  to  the  war, 

But,  dear  girls,  never  mind, 
Your  noUlier  love  will  not  forget 

The  girls  he  left  behind* 
Hurrah,  hurrali,  tor  the  Sarin v  South,  so  dear, 
Three  cheers  for  the  sword  and  plume  that.  Southern  soldiers  wear. 


A  soldier  la/i  is  the  lad  for  me, 

A  brave  heart  I  adore, 
And  n.  en  the  Sunny  South  is  free, 

And  fighting  is.no  more, 
I  will  ch'io.-e  me  then  a  lover  brave  -  » 

From  out  that  gallant  hand, 
The  soldier  lad  I  love  the  be*t 

Shall  have  my  heart  and  hand. 
Hurrah,  hurrah*  for  the  Sunny  South,  so  dear, 
Three  cheers  for  the  sword  and  plume  that  Southern  ioldierfl  We*r. 


And  now,  young  man,  a  word  to  you, 

If  you  would  win  i  he  fair, 
.Go  to  the  field  where  honor  calls 
And  win  your  lad\  th>  re. 
Bet. ember  thai  our  brightest  smiles 

Are  tor  the  true  and  brave, 
And  that  our  tears  tall  for  the  one 
V\  ho  hlis  a  soldier*  grave. 
Hurrah    hurrah,  for  the  Sunny  Souih,  so  dear, 
Three  cheer*  tor  the  sword  aud  plume  that  Southern  soldieri 


BANKS  0?  ALLAN  WATER. 

On  the  banks'  of  AP*.n  Water,    . 

When  the  sweet  spring  ti':::e  did  fall, 
Wa'  the  uiillW'a  lordly  daughter, 

Thf*  trtire«t  of  them  all. 
For  his  bride  a  Soldier  wiush't  her, 
*     And  a  winning  tongue  had  he, 
On  the  banks  ot    Allan   Water, 

None  waj  so  'jay  as  she- 
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On  the  bank?  of  Allan  Water, 

When  brown  autumn  spreads  its  stors, 
Th.  n  1  s*w  the  miller's  d   tighter, 

(Jut  she  .smiled  do  more  ; 
For  the  hummer  grief  had  brought  her, 

And  the  wittier  f»l.«e  was  he, 
On  the  hank. <  of  Allan   v\  ater, 

.None  was  so  sa     as  she. 


On  the  banks  of  Allan  Water, 

W  ben  the  winter  .-now  Mi  fast, 
Still  was  :<f.-i)  the  miller*s  daughter. 

Chill. hi-  blew  the  blast. 
But  the  miller's  lovely  daughter. 

Kotb  rrom  cold  and  cate  was  free, 
On  ihv  bank    of  AMai.  Water, 

There  a  corpie  lav  she. 


AH!  I  HAVE  SIGHED  TO  REST  ME. 

Ah  !  T  have  siehed  to  rest  me 
Deen  in  the  quiet  grave — 

Sighed  to  re*f  me. 
But  all  in  tain   I  cra\  <•  : 
Oh  !  face  thee  well,  mv  Leonora,  fare  thee  well  I 
Ahl    I  have  sighed  tor  re.st  I 

Y*-f  .all  in  vain  do  I  crave — 
Oh  I  fare  thee  well,  inj  Leonora,  fare  thee  weill 

Out  of  the  lore  T  bear  thee, 
Yield  I  tnv  lite  for  thee; 

W.lt  .h...  notthii^- 
w  lit  thou  not  think  or%ie? 

°n„h,'n.k  ,'h  V'  m.v.L"m"'r*.  ^e  thee  well! 
Out  of  the  h  re  I  be»,  thee, 
Yield  I  my  life  lor  thee; 
Ah  !    hmk  of  me  I 
Ah!  think  of  me,  mv  Leonora,  fare  thee  well  1 

Though  T  no  more  behold  thee 
Yet  is  ihv^iame  a  spell,  ' 

Yet  is  thv  name,  vet  is  thy  nam*  a  spHT. 
Ch^naie  my  I* si  lone  bofcrj  Leonora,  farewell! 


16  THE  BOLD   SOLDIER  BOY's    SONG  BOOK. 

COM  IN'  THRO'  THE  RYE. 

Gin  a  body  m  eta  body 

Cornin'  thro'  the. rye,. 
Gin  a  body  kiss  a  body, 

Need  a  body  cry  ? 
Ilka  'assie  has  a  laddie, 

Ne'er  a  'ane  hae  1 ; 
But  all  the  lads  they  love  me  well, 

And  what  the  waui  am  I. 

Gin  a  body  meet  a  body 

Coinin*  f'rae  the  well, 
Gin  a  b  d>  kiss  a  body, 

Need  a  body  tell? 
Ilka  lassie,  has  a  laddie, 

Ne'er  a  'ane  hae  1  j 
But  h  11  the  lads  they  love  me  well, 

And  what  the  waur  am  I. 

Gin  a  body  meet  a  body      0 

Comin'  Ira  the  town, 
Gin  a  body  kiss  a  body, 

Aeed  a  hotly  frown  ? 
Ilka  Jennie  has  her  Jockey, 

Ne'er  a  'ane  hae  l ; 
But  all  the  lads  they  smile  on  me 

Cuuiiu'  thro'  itie  rye. 


COME,  SOLDIERS,  COM E— 'TIS  THE  ROLLING  DRUM. 

Come,  soldiers,  come — 'tis  the  rolling  drum- 
Ana  h-  heard  the^ekel  shot  ; 
Mount  while  you  way,  and  with  speed  away 
Where  the  battle  rages  hot. 

Draw  each  trusty  bia<le 

From  its  scabbard  shade  ; 
With  vengeance  charge  the  biuw, 

Till  from  bill  aud  gien, 

Mossy  brake  and  ten, 
la  banished  the  craven  foe. 

The  rosy  dawn  o'er  the  verdant  lawn 

Now  pours  out  her  radiant  flood; 
Yet  the  setting  sun,  ere  the  tight  be  done, 
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Shall  shine  mi  nnr"roenian*#  blood,  f* 

Then  poise  the  lance, 

In  the  charge  advauee, 
Let  the  pui  pie  torrent  | 

I  ill  from  hill  ami  ilen, 

M<n«y  brake  and  £"»»  ' 

Is  banished  the  craven  foe,. 


WIDOW    MACHREE. 

Widow  Machree,  it's  no  wonder  you  frown, 

'  eh,  hone  I  widow   Machre'e — 
Faith,  ir  ■  uiti«  \<>ui  look*,  thai  tauie  dirty  black  go wsj, 
0<h.  h'«nr!   widow  alachree. 

How  altered  y   u  are 

With  i hat  close  cap  you  wear, 

'Ti.h  destroying  vnur   hair, 
Which  -houhl  be  flowing    ree; 

Br    tViniiger  a  chui  I, 

Of  its  biack  xilk.'n  curl, 
Och,  hone  1   widow  ilaehree. 


Wi«low  Macbree,  now  the  summc  is  come, 

Oct).  hon<-!  widow   Machve. 
When  everything  mniles  tb  -uid  a  beaut/  look  glam? 
Uch,  h.itiH.  J    wid<»w    Machtee; 
>ee,  the  bird*   £o  in  pai' s. 
And  the  »-*bbi  •  ami   bares, 


VV  h  \ ,  eren  the  b   ars 


Kont  hi  o Maples  ajrree  ; 

Ami  the  mute  little  fish. 

Th<>*  they  can't  spake  their  wish — 
Och    bone  1  widow  Macbree. 

Wid  <w  Machr<'e,  and  when  winter  cornea  In, 

Och,  h  •!■»•!  widow  Maahren, 

To  br  poking  the  tire  all  a  one  i*  a  sin, 

Och,  hiniel   widow   Vlachree. 

W  h » .  the  -hovel  and  tnug* 

To  each  oth»*r  belouga, 

Anrl  the  kettle  sin^s  a  -n^s 
Fuil  of  tan  id  glee  ;  « 

While  alone  with  your  cup 

Like  a  hermii  you  «u  >, 
0th,  hone!  widow  Aiachree. 
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J/" And  bow  do  jou  know  with  tbe  comforts  I've  towld, 
Och,  houel  willow  Machree, 
But  you're  keeping  tome  poor  fellow  out  in-the  cowld, 
Ocb,  hone!  widow  Alachr»*e; 

V\  itb  Mich  t-ms  •  u>}oui  bead, 

SShuie  \nur  pace  would  be  fled, 

Could  \«>u  /-lap*  iu  jour  bed 
Withotu'tlnukiny  to  see 

t>ome  glu>s<  or  some  sprite 

't  hat  would  wake  y  u  each  night- 
Crying,  och,  bone!  widow  Macbiee. 

Then  take  my  advice,  darling  widow  Macbree, 

Ocb.  h«rje!  widow   Machree; 
And  with  ni}  advicV,  laitb,  I  wish  you'd  take  me, 
'Och,  bone!  widow  iViacbrcej 

You  d  have  uitf  to  desire, 

1  hfii  to  Air  up  ibe  tire,    i 

And  i-huie  hope  is  no  liar 
In  »  Itispeiiii"  to  me 

'I  hat  the  u ho.-, s  would  depart 

W  hen  >ou'«i  me  near  four  h.art; 
Ocb,  bone  1  widow  Macbree. 

Widow  Macbree,  I  don't  wUh  to  be  bold, 

Och,   hoiiel  widow   Macbree; 
But  with  the.-e  iiuiucementa  that  I  Lave  juat  told, 
Ocb,  liouu  1  widow  Machree, 

J  give  you  mv  word, 

h  y   own,  my  adored, 

And  a*  a  reward 
Tak<-  itfir  pioua.-e  from  me, 

'i'     alone  f  r  my  sins  * 

\  our  hi.-t  child  chall  be  twini — 
Ocn,  bone  1  widow  Macbree. 


MOLLY   BAWN. 


Oh.  Molly  Bawn,  why  leave  me"  pining, 
AH  JoneU  u iiitmg  heie  tor  you, 

While  the  star*  above  are  brightly  shining, 
Bvcau.-e  they've  nothing  e;»e  to  do  ; 

The  flowers  late  were  open  keeping, 
To  try  a  lival  b  u.-h  with  you, 

But  their  mother  .Nature  set  them  sleeping 
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With  their  rosy  faces  washed  with  dew. 

Ob,  Molly  bmvn,  why  leave  me  pining,  ■   \ 

All  lonely  waiting  here  tor- you, 
The  stars  above  are  brightly  sbiuing, 

Because  they  ve  nothing  e!i<e  to  do. 
Oh  1  Molly  uawa,  Molly  Bawn. 

Now  the  pretty  flowers  were  made  to  bloom,  dear, 

And  the  pretty  stars  were  madeXo  shine. 
And  the  pretty  gii  I*  were  made  for  buys,  dear, 

And  may  be  you  were  made  to  be  mine; 
The  wicked  watch-dog  here  is  snarling, 

tie  takes  me  lor  a  thiel  you  see, 
For  he  knew  I'd  steal  y>u,  Molly,  dai  lin*, 
And  then  transported  I  should  be. 

Oh,  Molly  Bawn,  why  leave  me  pining, 

All  lonely  waiting  here  for  you, 
The  stars  above  are  brightly  shining, 
Because  they've  nothing  eUe  to  do. 
Oh !   Molly  Bawn,  Molly   Bawn. 


THE  OLD  FOLKS  ARE  GONE. 

Far,  far  in  many  lands  I've  wandered 

badly  and  alone, 
My  hea.it  wa«  ever  turning  Southward 

To  all  the  dear  ones  at  home  ; 
Here  alter  all  my  weary  reaming, 

At  early  dawn, 
I've    ome  and  hud  the  cot  still  standing, 
But,  oh,  the  old  folks  are  gone. 
Here  I  wander  sad  aud  lonely, 

In  the  dear  old  home, 
Those  that  1  love  so  well  and  fondly 
All  the  old  folks  are  gone. 

Here's  where  I  frolick'd  with  my  brother, 

Under  the  tree ; 
Here's  where  1  knelt  beside  my  mother, 

From  care  and  sorrow  free  ; 
Still  .-ing  the  liule  buds  as  sweetly, 

At  ni^iit  and   mm  n, 
Still  runs  the  little  br^,ok  so  fleetly. 

But  oh,  the  old  folks  are  pone, 
iiere  1  wander  sad  and  lonely, 
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In  the  dear  old  home, 
Those  ibat  I  |«.ve  ao  well  nnd  fbndlr 
All  the  old  talks  are  gone. 

Down  where  the  old  banana's  waring, 

Thev're  laid  to  rent, 
Where  the  Nwanee'a  peaceful  water?!,  laring 

The.yreen  turr  o'er  U>  ir  breast; 
But  there'*  a  home  I  know  nb«re  parting 

Neve.-  can  come ; 
Ob,  lor  thai  home  I  must  be  starting, 
'1  here's  wheie  ilie  old  folks  are  gone. 
Here  1  wander  cad  and  lonely, 
,     In  the  dear  old  home. 
Tho.-e  i hat  I  |o  e  so  well  and  fondlj 
All  the,  old  folks  are  gone. 


ANNIE  BKLL. 


We  Mood  upon  the  balconr, 

Sw.et  Annie  Bell  and  I," 
.3"o  trace  once  more  ihe  southern  C  «>»■,• 

1  h-n  radiant  in  the  iky  ; 
Our  thoughts  were  sad.  and  «ad  inv  heart, 

While  tears  bedim'd  her  eye, 
for  we  ireieroon  to  part  *orave, 

Svreet  Annie  'ell  ami  I. 
Sweet  Annie  MelM  d.  ar  Annie  Bell! 

for  we  were  fiimi  to  p»ri  tor  aje, 

Street  Annie  be  1  and  I. 

1  »»w  her  gentle  bosom  heaTe, 

Willi  deep  emotions  stirred  ; 
Arid  closer.  press'o  her  band  in  mine, 

but  utiei'O  not  a  wold.- 
Dear  Annie  Bell  1  what  ansrui>h  wrung 

']  hat  .-poller  heart  of  thine  1. 
Yetabl  i be  beating- ol  that  h-^art 

Could  not  compare  with  mine. 
Sweet  A  nine  Bell  I  dear  Anuie  Belli 

For  we  were  Boon  to  part  for  aje, 

b.Wi-et  Annie  Bell  and  i. 

•A  phenomenon  peculiar  to'  Sou. hern  latitudes— the  appeal a*ce 
of  a  ero»»  in  the  heaven-. 


THE   BOLD   ROLDIElftjOT's   8>NG    BOOK.  21 

The  hopes  which  mad*  lift*  beautiful, 

And  KlrewM  my  path  with  fl  iw-era, 
Were  cctiter'd  in  that  lor.-ly  ionn, 

Dear  Annie  B  II,  of  tou  «; 
And  now  h>in  dark  and  desolate 

The  rolling  \  ears  pa»s  by.; 
Alone  I  gaze  upon  th     cro«a, 

Mill  ra'liant  iu  the  skj. 
Sweet  Annie  .<eill  dear  Annie  Belli 

For  we  were  Mm  hi  part  lor  aye, 

bweel  Annie  Bell  and  1. 


FAIUY  DELL. 


Wilt  *hou  meet  me  in  the  Fairy   Dell,  loYe, 

When  twili^M  draweth  near; 
And  I'll  whisper  what  I  have  to  tell,  love, 

Softly  in  ihme    ar  : 
"We  will  rove  where  i'ai;ie*  nightly  trip,  lore, 

When  inortat  steps  be  gone, 
And  the  cup  of  happiness  we  11  sip,  lore, 
Ere  night's  shade  conic*  oo. 

Tbt-u  meet  me  here  at   twilight, 

Fur  I're  BOtnetlilujg  »weel  to  tell, 
And  you  II  bear  it  with  more  true  delight, 
ll  tolU  iu  Fairy  Dell. 

A 

Soon  the  twilight  hour  will  be  past,  lore, 

That  hour  (tear  to  me, 
When  *JI  sorrow  tar  behind  I  cast,  lore, 

As  I  fly  t>  iliee. 
Hasten  quickly  ere  the  coming  night,  lore, 

My  lo.i.io«t  h  ipe«  dupufi 
Ere  the  Joyous  tfratutsi  1  re  formed  take  flight,  lore, 
liaeie  to  Fairy   DeU. 

Then  meet  me  here  at  twilight, 

for  I've  •oiuetliiiiji  sweat  to  tell, 
And  you'll  hea;   it  with  more  true  delight, 
If  told  iu  t  airy  Dell. 

I  am  wea-y  waiting  all  alone,  lore, 

I'd  erer  be  with  tfa  e. 
Could  1  hear  »»ooe  iu  .  e  thy  gentle  tone,  lore, 

Ah  !    what  jov  to  me;  , 

For  my  be.n  t  is  so  entwined  with  thee,  lore,  / 


% 
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It  lives  but  where  thou  art, 
Oh  !  come  tetl  me  that  thou  wilt  be  mine,  love, 
.Never  more  to  pa?  t. 

Then  meet  me  here  at  twilight, 

yKor  I've  something  sweet  to  tell, 
And  you'll  hear  it  wi.b  more  true  delight, 
If  told  in  Fair/  Dell. 


POOR  JACK. 


Go  patter  to  lubbers  and  swabs,  do  ye  see, 

'Bout  danger,  and  tear  and  the  like  ; 
A  tight  water-boat  and  good  sea  room  give  me, 

And  It  aint  to  a  little  I'll  strike; 
Though  the  tempest  top-gallant  masts  smack-smooth  should  smite, 

And  shiver  each  splinter  of  wood. 
Clear  the  wreck,  sow  the  yards,  and  bouse  everything  tight, 

And  under  reef'd  foresail  we'll  scud ; 
Avast!  nor  don't  think  me  a  milksop  so  soft, 

To  be  taken  for  trifles  aback, 
For  they  say  there's  a  Providence  sits  up  aloft, 

To  keep  watch  tor  the  life  of  poor  Jack  t 

I  heard  our  good  Chaplain  palaver  one  day 

About  souls,  heaven,  mercy  and  such; 
And,  my  timbers  I   what  lingo  he'd  coil  and  belay, 

Why,  'twas  just  all  as  one  as  High  Dutch ; 
For  he  said,  bow  a  f  parrow  can't  flounder,  d'ye  see. 

Without  orders  that  come  down  below, 
And  many  fine  things,  that  proved  clearly  to  me 

That  Providence  takes  us  in  tow  ; 
For,  says  he,  do  you  mind  me,  let  storms  e'er  po  oft 

Take  the  top-sails  of  sailors  aback. 
There's  a  sweet  little  Cherub  that  sits  up  aloft 

To  keep  watch  for  the  life  of  poor  Jack  I 

I  laid  to  our  Poll,  for  d'ye  see,  she  would  crj, 

When  last  we  weighed  anchor  tor  sea, 
What  argufies  sniv'ling  and  piping  your  eye? 

Whv,  what  a  d d  fool  you  must  be  lt 

Can't  you  see,  the  world's  wide,  and  there's  room  for  us  all, 

Both  for  seamen  an*:  lubbeis  a.-hore? 
And  it  to  old  Davy  I  should  go,  friend  Poll, 

You  never  will  hear  of  me  more; 
What  then?  all's  a  hazard;  come  don't  be  so  soft^ 
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Perhaps  I  mar  laughing  come  back. 
For,  d'ye  see#  there's*  Cherub  siU  smiling  aloft, 

To  keep  watch  for  the  life  of  poor  Jack  ?  \ 

D'ye  mind  me,  a  sailor  should  he  every  i- 

All  aa  one  as  a  piece  of  the  ship,  % 

A.nd  with  her  brave  the  world  without  offering  to  flinch, 

From  the  moment  the  anchor's  a  trip 
As  for  one,  in  all  weathers,  all  times. sides  and  ends, 

Naught's  a  trouble  from  duty  that  r-pr|ag«, 
For  ray  heart  is  my  Poll's,  and  my  rhino's  my  friend**1, 

And  as  for  my  life,  'tis  the  tving'* ; 
Even  when  my  time  c  'me*,  ne'er  believe  me  so  sort 

As  for  grief  to  be  taken  ahaoK, 
For  the  same  little  Cherub  that  sits  up  aloft 

Will  look  out  a  good  berth  for  poor  .lackl 


EXILE  OF  EfUV. 
There  came  to  the  beach  a  pour  exile  of  Erin, 

The  dew  on  his  thin  robe  was  he;ivr  and  chill. 
For  his  country  he  sigh'd,  when  »t  twilight  repairing, 

To  wander  ,»lone  bv  the  wind-beaten  hill. 
But  the  day -star  attracted  his  eye's  sad  devotion, 

For  it  rose  o'er  his  own  native  isle  «,f  the'oc-an, 
Where  once,  in  the  glow  of  his  youthful  emotion, 

tie  sang  the  bold  aatheut  of  Erin  lio  Bragh. 

0,  sad  is  my  fate!  said  the  heart-broken  stranger, 

The  wild  d>-er  and  wolf  to  a  covert  can  flee, 
But  I  have  no  refuge  from  famine  and  dai  ger, 

A  home  and  a  country  remain  not  to  me  ; 
Ah  I   never  again  in  the  green  shady  bowers, 

Where  my  forefathers  lived    *bail  I  spend  the  sweet  hoUTf  j 
Or  cover  my  heart  with  the  wild  woven  fl  •we'-a 

Or  strike  to  the  numbers  of  Erin  Go  Bragh. 

0,  where  is  the  cottage  that  stood  bv  the  wild  wood, 

Sifters  aud  .«ire.  did  ye  weep  f-»r  its  fall  I 
O,  \vh'.;re  is  my  mother*  that  wa-ched  o  er  my  childhood. 

And  where  is  the  bo«om  frii  nd  dearer  th   n  all  1 
Ah.  mv  >ad  soul  long  abandon'd  br  piea-ure, 

O,  whv  did  it  doat  orr  a  fast  fading  treasure  : 
Years  like  the  rain  drops  may  fall  without  measure, 

But  rapture  and  beauty  they  cannot  recall  I 


/, 
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Erin,  my  country,  though  sad  and  forsaken, 
Ju  dreams  1  reTisit  toy  sea- beaten  shore ; 

But  alas!  in  a  far  distant  land  1  awaken,* 

And  sigh  for  the  friends  who  can  meet  no  more! 

O,  baid,  cruel  fate,  wilt  llrnu  never  replace  uie, 
.  Id  a  mansion  of  peace,  where  no  peril  can  chase  me  I 

Ah,  never  again  shall  in)  brothers  embrace  ma, 
The,)-  died  to  deiend  me,  or  lived  to  deplcre. 

But  jet,  all  its  fond  recollecion  suppressing, 

One  dying  wish  my  hne  bosom  shall  draw,  , 

Erin,  an  exile  bequeaths  thee  his  blessing, 

Land  ol  my  foietathers,  brio  Go  Bra»h. 
Burie    and  cold,  while  my  heart  stills  its  emotion, 

Green  be  thy  fields,  sweetest  i.<l«  of  the  ocean. 
And  thy  harp  striking  bard*  si   g  aloud  with  devotio^ 

O,  Erin  Ala  Vourneen,  Erio  Go  braghl 


MYNHEER  VON  DUNCK. 

Mynheer  Von  l)un<  k, 
Though  he  never  gut  drunk, 

Shipped  brand)  ami  water  daily  J 
And  be  quenched  hi^  thirst 
With  ;wt«  quarts  of  the  first, 

To  a  pint  ol  the  later  daily, 
Singing,  ."Oh  that  a  l*»fch man's  draught  might  bo 
A*  uetp  as  the  rolling  Zujder  Zee  \" 

"Water  well  mingled  with  «pirit  good  store, 
tio  il»dlande<;  ',1;  rj,ms  «>t  scorniiig  ; 

5«*  «»<  «■»«*••■  *toTit*  he  d«D**  uo  UJOre 
—  Tbao  ar«»se.?uppl»e* 

W  ben  a  dt:w-di..p  lies 
On  its  bluoiu  ol  a  summer  morning. 


LOVE  SOT. 
Lore  not !  love  not !  ye  hapless  sons  of  clay  ;• 

Hope's  gavie*f  w.nSMb.  are  made  <d  ear' hi)  flower*. 
Things  thai  art?  made  to  fade  and  tall  a*  ay. 
.tie  they  have  blossomed  tor  a  lew  short  .hour*. 
Love  not!  Lore  not  J 
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Love  not!  lore  not!  the  tfiinsr*  you  lore  may  die, 
May  perish  from  the  ^ay  and  rla<1*oiiie  earth; 

The  silent  stars,  the  blue  and  smiling  skv. 
iJtaiu»  ul  it*  gr»re  as  oner  u"tm  its  birth. 
Lute  not!   love  not! 


Lore  n   t!  lore  iv  t!  the  thine  von  lore  may  change; 

The  rosy  lip  mar  cease  to.stntle  i»0   v«.u. 
The  kindly  benmraireve  from/  cold  ami  stnOMpe; 

The  heart  still  warm  I  v  bent,  vet  not  be  true. 
Love  not!  lore  not  I 


Lore  not !  love  not  {  oh,  warning  rainly  paid- 
in  present  h"Ui»,  aa  in  vears  gone  br, 

Love  flings  a  halo  round  the  dear  one's  h^ad, 
FauLlcss,  iiumortai.  till  they   change  or  die^ 
Love  not !  love  not  * 


THOU  ART  GOXE. 

Thou  art  irone,  but  I  am  k<  eping 

In  my  heart  thy  trcasui'd  name, 
If  I'm  "  inili-.ii? .  if  I'm   nwepirfjr, 

Thou  an  with  one  all  the  *aoe. 
}  e.-,  the  link  at  la'al  is  i  i*€n. 

All  our  p|ra>*n|  dreams  are  o'er, 
And,  unless  we  meet  in  li*aven, 

Th"U  nilt  r.erer  .see  tue  iiiore. 
Tliou  art  gone,  i>ut  I  am  kreping 

In  my  heart  thv  rrea«ur'd  name, 
If  I'm  smiling,  if"  I'm  ireepfujr, 

Thou  ai  I  with  m>, 
Thou  art  with  me  all  the  same. 


JOHNNY    WITH  A  RANUO  HI! 

In  old  Virginny  S'ate,  on  mtisa'*  old  plantation, 

Johnny  with  a  iangi>  hi! 
There's  niggers  by  the  score    all  Ir-on  the  ooior'd  nation, 

Johnny  with  a  tango  tn  ! 
Sing,  sing,  darkeys  siug.  let  tne  htdie  and  batij  »  ring  ; 
Siug,  sing,  daraeys  sing,  Johnny  with  a  raugo  hi  I 
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Sometimes  we  kill  a  hog  and  cutJiim  up  on  Sunday, 

Johnny  with  a  rango  hi ! 
And  when  we  make  a  meal  there's  nothing  left  for  Monday, 

Johnny  with  a  rango  hi ! 
Sing,  sing,  dai  keys  ping,  let  the  riddle  and  banjo  ring; 
Sing,  sing,  dai  keys  sing,  Johnny  with  a  rango  hi  I 

We  dive  in  the  corn  cake  what's  baked  in  the  ashes, 

Johnny  with  a  tango  hi  I 
And  old  mud-turtles  too.  what's-  caught  about  the  mashei, 

Johnny  with  a  tango  hi! 
Sing,  sing.  datke>s  sing,  let  the  fiodle  and  banjo  ring; 
Sing,  sing,  darkeys  sing,  Johnny  Wilh'  a  rango  hi  1 

When  "we  are  dry  we  take  a  gourd  or  two  of  whiskey, 

Johnny  with  a  rango  hi  I 
And  that  you  know  is  ju.-t  what  makes  a  nigger  fr'wky, 

Johnny  with  a  rango  hi  1 
Sing,  sing,  darkeys  sing^let  the  fiddle  and  the  banjo  ring  ; 
Sing,  sing,  darkeys  sing,  Johnny  with  a  rango  hi  1 

Oh,  have  you  never  seen  the  gal  that  wears  a  josey, 

Johnny  with  a  rango  hil 
The  colored  poet-  say  that  she's  the  Southern  posey, 

Johnny  with  a  tango  hi! 
Sing,  sing,  darkeys  sing,  let  the  fiddle  and  banjo  ring ; 
Sing,  sing,  d  rkeya  sing,  Johnny  with  a  rango  hi! 

She's  scratched  into  my  heart  and  there  she's  made  her  quarters, 

Johnny  with  a  rango  hi! 
For  she's  the  greatest  swell  of  all  Vit ginny's  daughters, 

J«  hnny  with  a  rat  go  hi! 
Sing,  s:ng,  daikrys  sing,  let  the  fiddle  and  banj>  ring; 
Sing,  sin j,  darkens  sing,  Johnny  witti  a  rango  hil 


HOOP  DE  DOODEN  DO. 

S  sy  in  de  kitchen,  hoop  de  dooden  do, 

Susy  in  de  kitchen,  hoop  de  dooden  do; 

Susy  in  de  kitchen  shelling  out  the  peas, 

Mas  er  in  the  parlor  tasting  ot  the  cheese. 

What's  ti  e  matter,  Susy,-\v  iafs  the  matter  my  dear, 

What's  th     matter,  Su-y.  O,  I'm  going  to  leave  you  now; 

Play  upon  the  fiadle,  come  play  upon  the  drum, 

Play  upou  the  banjo,  Susy  can't  you  come. 
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The  big  dog  he  bow-wow,  hoop  de  flooden  do, 
^  The  bitr  dog  he  bnw-wow.  hoop  de  dooden  do; 
The  big  do.;  he  bow-wow  watching  at  the  gate, 
He  smell  the  meat  a  trying  and  then  he  could'nt  wait. 
Then  what's  the  matter,  Su-v    what'?  the  matter  my  dear, 
What's  the  matter,  Susv,  O.  I'm  going  to  leave  you  now  ; 
Come  p'ay  upon  the  fiddle,  play  upon  the  drum, 
Play  upon  the  banjo,  Susy  can't  you  come. 

The  old  horse  he  kick  high,  hoop  de  dooden  do, 
The  rid  horse  hefcick  hiyh,  hoop  de  dooden  do  ; 
The  old  horse  he  kick  high,  standing  in  the  stable, 
Old  master  tiv  to  ketch  him,  but  found  he  wa  'nt  able. 
Then  what's  th»«  matter,  Susy,  what's  the  matter  my  dear, 
What's  the  matter,  Susv,  (),  J'm  going  to  leave  you  now  ; 
Come  play  upon  the  ti<ldle.  play  upon  the  drum, 
Play  apon  the  banj  •,  Susy  can't  you  come. 

The  hen  flew  in  the  garden,  hoop  de  dooden  do, 

The  hen  th-w  in  the  garden,  hoop  rie  dooden  do; 

The  h«  n  fiW  in  the  garden,  Master  try  to  ketch  him, 

He  fell  against  the  lamp-post,  and  then  he  did'nt  fetch   him  ; 

Then  what's  the  matter,  Susy,  what's  the  matter  my  dear, 

What's  the  matter,  Susy.  O,  I'm  gong  to  leave  you  now  ; 

Come  play  upon   the  fiddle    play  upon  the  drum, 

Play  upon  tue  banjo,  MMJ  can't  you  come. 


\ 


BESSY,  THE  SAI LOU'S   BRIDE. 

Poor  Bessy,  was  a  sailor's  bride, 

And  he  was  <  ff  to  sea, 
Then  only  child  «a>  bv  their  side, 

And  who  so  sad  as  she  ? 


Forget  me  not,  forget  me  not, 
YY  hen  you  are  far  from  me, 

And  whatsoe'er  poor  He-sy's  lot, 
Sbe  will  remember  thee. 


A  twelve  month  scarce  had  passed  away, 

As  i!  was  told  to  me, 
When  W  lly  with  a  gladsome  heart, 
Came  home  again  from  sea. 
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He  bounded  up  the  craggy  paih, 

And  sought  Ins  cottage  cio  p, 
But  his  poor  wile  and  lovely  child, 
«Poor  Wihy  saw  no  more*. 


"  Forget  me  not.  forget  me  not," 
The  \V0i  ds  rumr  in  hi-*  eai , 

He  as-ked  his  neighbors  one  by  one, 
Each  answer'd  vvnh  a  tear. 


They  pointed  to  the  old  church-yard — ■ 
And  there  his  youilttui  bride. 

With  the  pretty  child  tbey  loved  so  well, 
Were  retting  side  by  aide. 


POPE  AND  SULTAN. 

The  Pope  lives  glorious  in  th«*  land, 
Ablution  tees  are  e'er  at  hand  ; 

He  drinks  ihe.very  best  ot  wine,         , 
l.wifch  the  Pope's  estate  were  mine. 


But  no,  he  i*  a  sorry  wight ; 

He  t antes  not  lore's  supreme  delight ; 

Ko  maiden's  arms  to  him  aie  ope — 
>o,  no,  I  would  not  be  the  Pope. 


The  Sultan  lives  in  mighty  state, 
He  has  a  palace  wide  and  jfirat ; 

With  many  a  wile  wuh  pretty  t'ae* ; 
I  wish  miue  were  the  Sultan's  pla:e. 


And  yet  Pre  pity  on  the  man  ;  /  \ 

It  be  obeys  his  A  Ik. -ran, 
Be  canno   drink  one  drop  of  wine—-    , 

.JSp,  no,  this  were  no  choice  ol  mine. 


Alone,  with  neither  would  1  change, 
>ot  lor  a  moment's  speedy  range j 

"Yet  cheerfully  would  1  agree 
To  bear  by  turns  each  dignity, 
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Therefore,  sweet  love,  one  kiss  from  thee, 

Fof  now  the  >ultan  I  wi  I  be; 
Vow,  brother*,  fill  with  oparltiins  wine,. 

For  now  the  Tope's  estate  id  mine. 


A* 


Soft  o'er  the  fountain 


LinjjHrinir  fall*  the  Southern  moon; 
Far  uVr  the  mountain 

B'eak.«  the  oar  loo  s>oul 
In  thv  dark  SMFwii  splendor, 

W  heir  the  warm  light  lores  to  dwell, 
Weary  look*.  yet  tender, 

Speak  i  heir  fond  farewell  I 
N  itn  I   .lu a mt a! 
A.-k  thv  soul  ii   w.-  sfeould  parti 

Si'.t!  Juanita! 
Lean  th<>u  on  iuv  heart. 


When  in  thv  dream  in  or 

Mo...  3  like  .he#e  .-hall  shine  again, 
And  d«y-lisfht  ln-amiug 

Pi    ve  thy     re.1m.-4  are  vain. 
W'ftt  ihou  not,   relentn.^, 

For  thine  absent  lover  sigh, 
In  thv  heart  consent  n»r 
To  a  (oa\  er  gone  by  ? 
Nil* !  Juanita ! 
Let  tne  linger  b?  thy  side  t 

>i»a!  Juan  ii  a  ! 
Be  my  own  lair  bride  ! 


THE  LASS  THAT  LOVES  A   SAILOR. 

The  moon  on  the  ocean  was  dimin'd  bj  a  ripple. 

Affording  a  chequered  light, 
The  gay  j  »i i  v  tan  pa*-ed  the  word  for  a  tipple, 
And  the  toast,  tor  'twas  Saruidaj  night. 
Some  sweetheart  or  wife, 
He  loved  as  hi*  lite, 
Each  drank,  and  be  wu-L  d  he  could  hail  hejrj 
liui  tiie  standing  i,ast 


, 
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'ihat  pleased  the  must, 
Was  the  wind  that  blows, 
The  ^ip  that  goes, 
And  the  lass  that  loves  a  sailor. 


Some  drank  his  country,  and  some  her  brave  ships, 

And  some  the  Constitution, 
Some,  may  the  Yanks,  and  all  such  ripa, 
Yield  to  Southern  resolution, 

'1  hat  tate  might  bless 

S  me  Poll  or  Bess, 
And  that  they  soon  might  hail  her. 

But  the  standing  toant  * 

That  pleased  the  most, 

Was  tne  wind  that  blows, 

The  ship  that  goes, 
And  the  lass  that  loves  a  sailor. 


Some  drank  the  nary  and  some  our  land, 

This  glorious,  land  ot  freedom; 
Some  that  our  tart  may  never  want 

lit  roes  brave  to  lead  them, 
That  she  who's  in  distress  may  find 
Such  iriends  that  ne'er  wijl  tail  her; 
But  the  stauding  toa»t 
'1  bat  pleased  the  most, 
W  a»  the  wmd  that  blows, 
The  ;  hip  that  goes, 
.And  the  lass  that  loves  a.  sailor. 


KATHLEEN  AlAVOURNEEtf. 
Kathleen  Aiavourneen,  the  grey  dawn  is  breaking, 

The  horn  ot  the  hunter  is  heard  on  the  hill, 
The  lark  U-oui  her  light  wing  tHe  bright  dew  drop  is  shaking, 

Kathleeu  Alavourueeu,  what,  slumbering  still? 

Oh  1  bast  thou  forgotten  bow  soon  we  must  sever, 
Oh  1  bast  thou  lorgotten,   this  day   v\e  must  part? 

It  may  bu  lor  >eai>,  ana  it  may  be  lorever; 

Uh  1  why  art  thou  silent,  tnou  voice  ol  my  heart? 

Kathleen  Mavourneen,  oh!  wake  from  thy  slumber, 
The  blue  mountains  glow  in  the  sun's  golden  light-; 

Oh!  where  is  the  fpeil  that  once  hung  on  thy  slumbers? 
Arise  in  thy  beauiy,  thou  star  ot  the  night  1 
Kathleen,  '<Jtc. 
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Si 


THE  LOW-BACKED  CAR. 
When  first  I  saw  sweet  Peggy, 

'  I'was  on  a  market  day, 
On  a  low  backed  car  she  drove,  and  eat 

Upon  a  truss  of  hay. 
Bur  when  that  hav  was  blooming  grass, 

An,d  decked  >vith  flowers  ot  spring; 
No  fi  >wers  were  there  ihat  coal  .  compare 

W  it.1.,  the  I<m  ely  girl  I  sing. 
As  she  sat  in  her  low*- backed  car, 
The  man  ar  the  turnpike  bar 

Never  asked  t   r  his  toll, 

Hut  just  rubbed  his  old  poll, 
And  looked  alter  the  low-backed  car. 


In  battle's  wild  commotion, 

'1  he  proud  and  mighty  Mars, 
In  bo* tile  scythes  demandd  his  tithes 

Ol   death  in  warlike  scars. 
But  Peggy,  peaceful  goddess, 

Has  darts  in  her'  brrght  eye 
That  knocks  men  dun.,  in  the  market  town, 

As  right  and  lelt  they  flv  ;    * 
A*  she  sits  in  her  low-backed  car, 
They  Hie  h-t  Irom  her  near  and  afar, 

And  the  doctor's  art 

Cannot  cure  the  smart 
That  is  hit  from  the  low-backed  car. 


That  Peggy  round  her  cap,  sirs, 

lias  seringa  of  ducks  and  geese, 
But  the  scores  o!  hearts  ehe  slaughters 

B\   far  outnumber  the,-e; 
While  >he  aiumi;  her  poultry  sits, 

•Just  like  a  turtle  dove, 
\*»  eli  Worth  (fee- cage,  1  do  engage, 

Ol  the  blooming  god  ot   love. 
As  sbe  sat  in  her  low-backed  car, 
Her  invert  come  near  and  lar, 

A'  d  annoy  the  chicken 

Ihat  Peggy  is  picking, 
As  the  sits  iu  her  low-bu<  ked  car. 


I'd  i-ather  own  that  car,  lira, 

With  I'eizgy  by  mi  side, 
Than  a  coach  and  four  and  £old  galere 

And  a  lady  lor  my  bride ; 


! 
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F<>r  the  lady  would  Bit  fortninst  me, 

On  a  eu.-hiou  made  with  raste, 
But  Peggy  w>uld  sit  be-ide  me 

W  ith  uv  arm  an  und  her  waist. 
«  .        A»  we  ilroie  in  the  low backed  car 
To  be  march  d  by  Father  Makar, 

Ob  m\  heart  would  beat  High,. 

At  her  glance  or  h^r  siyh, 
Tho'  it  beat  in  a  low-backed  car. 


NEUVOUS  FAMILY. 

A  ir — "   HVrc  all  Nocfdin." 

We're  all  nervous,  slake,  shake,  trembling, 
We're  ali  nervous,  at  our  house,  at  home, 
Theie's  mvseif  and  my  mother,  my  rister  and  brother, 
If  hit  all  alone;  are  frightened  at 'each  other. 
Our  dog  was  away  ,if  a  stranger's  in  the  house, 
And  our  tabb>  cat,  too,  is  frightened  at  a  mouse; 
And  we  are  all  nervous*,  shake,  shake,  trembling; 
Wc'ie  ad  nttvou*  at  our  house,  at  home. 

We  all  at  dinner,  shake,  shake,  at  carving  ; 

Ano  a»  for  snuffing,  we  oft  snuff. out  the  light. 

Bast  night  every  one  did  to  snuff  the  candle  try, 

But  m\  wile  eould'iu  do  it,  nor  mv  sifter  nor  could  I. 

Come  give  ue  the  s.nuff<r rs,  said  mother,  with  a  flout, 

I'll  'how  >ou  how  to  do  it,  and  s-he  snuff 'd  the  candle  out* 

F«r  she's  s<>  rut  vous,  shake,  shake    trenb  ing, 

We're  a:e  all  nervous  at  our  house,  at  home. 

* 

My  nervous  wife  can't  work  at  her  needle, 
And  mv  shaking  hand  spill«  half  my  cup  of  tea; 
V  hen  wine  at  dinner  my  timid  sister's  taking 
It's  spilt  un  the  table,  for  so.  her  hand  is  shaSlng. 
My  mother  taking  muff,  very  carefully  doth  try 
To  pop  it.  up  her  nose,  when  she  pops  it  in  her  eye. 
For  fht-  i*  so  nervous,  shake,  shiike,  trembling; 
We're  all  nervous  at  our  hottte,  at  home. 

Our  nerves  foretell  all  the  changes  of  the  weather; 

W  e  ase  so  nervous  we're  411^ hiem-d  at  rach  DOisjg 

"W  e  harte  j.ot  a  private  wttchiuan  to  ^uard  the  private  door, 

But  Miitr-  we  have  had  him,  we  are  (lightened  Inure  ami  uiurf^ 
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For  he  falls  asleep,  and  we're  found  out  too  that  he, 
In  respect  to  his  nerves,  oh,  he's  quite  at  bad  aa  we. 
And  we're  all  nervous,  shake,  shake,  trembling ; 
We're  all  narvoua  at  our  house,  at  home. 


ROSALIE,  THE  PRAIRIE  FLOWER,  j 

On  the  distant  prairie,  where  the  heather  wild 

In  it*  quiet  beautj  lived  and  smil'd, 

Stands  a  little  cottage,  and  a  creeping  vine 

Loves  around  its  porch  to  twine  ; 

In  that  peaceful  dwelling  was  a  lovely  child, 

With  her  blue  eyes  beaming,  soft  and  mild, 

And  the  wavv  ringlets  of  the  flaxen  hair 

Floating  in  the  summer  air. 

Fair  as  a  lily,  joyous  and  free, 
Light  of  that  prairie  home  wai  she, 

Every  one  who  knew  her,  felt  the  gentle  power 

Of  Rosalie,  the  prairie  flower.    „ 

On  the  distant  prairie,  when  the  days  were  long. 

Tripping  like  a  fairy,  sweet  her  song, 

With  the  sunny  blossoms  and  the  birds  at  play, 

Beautiful  and  bright  as  they  ; 

When  twilight's  shadows  gathered  in  the  west, 

And  the  voice  of  nature  sunk  to  rest, 

Like  a  cherub  kneeling  seemed  the  lovely  child, 

With  her  gentle  eyes  so  mild. 

But  the  summer  faded,  and  a  chilly  blast 
O'er  that  happy  cottage  swept  at  last, 
When  autumn  song-birds  woke  the  dewy  morn, 
Little  prairie  flower  was  gone  ; 
For  the  angels  whispered  softly  in  her  ear, 
41  Child,  thy  fath'er  calls  thee,  stay  not  here;" 
And  gently  bore  her,  robed  in  spotless  white, 
To  their  blissful  home  of  light. 


SOLDIER'S  DREAM. 
Our  bugles  sang  truce,  for  the  night  cloud  had  lower'd 

And  the  sentinel  stars  set  their  watch  in  the  sky, 
And  thousands  had  sunk  on  the  ground  overpowered, 

The  weary  to  sleep  and  the  wounded  to  die. 

3        ' 
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When  reposing  that  night  on  a  pallet  of  straw, 

By  tL.e  wolf-scaning  fagot  that  guarded  the  slain, 

At  the.  dead  of  the  night  a  sweet  vision  1  saw, 

And  thrice  ere  the  morning  I  dreain'd  it  again. 

Methought  from  the  battle-field's  dreadful  array, 

f^ar  1  had  roamed  on  a  desolate  track, 
'Twas  autumn — and  sunshine  arose  on  the  way, 

To  the  home  of  my  lather  that  welcoua'd  me  back. 

I  flew  to  the  pleasant  field  travelled  so  6ft, 

In  life's  morning  march  when  my  bosom  was  young,  . 
I  heard  my  own  mountain  goats  bleating  aloft, 

And  knew  the  sweet  strain  that  the  corn  reapers  sung. 

Then  pledg'd  we  the  wine  cup,  and  fondly  I  swore, 

From. my  home  and  my  weeping  friends  never  to  part, 

My  little  ones  kis^'d  me  a  thousand  times  o'er, 

And  my  wile  sobb'd  aloud  in  the  fullness  ot  heart. 

Stay,  stay  with  us— ^rest,' thou  art  weary  and^worn, 

And  fain  was  the  war-worn  soldier  to  stay, 
But  sorrow  returned  with  the  dawning  of  morn, 
.   And  the  voice  of  my  dreaming  ear  melted  away. 


nora  Mccarty. 

Nora  is  pretty, 
Nora  is  witty, 

W-itty  and  pretty  as  pretty  can  be  I 
She's  thp  completest 
Of  girls- and  the  neatest, 
The  brightest  and  sweetest, 

But  she's  not  for  me  ! 

Mayourneen. 

Nora,  be  still,  you, 
Nora  why  will  you, 
Be  witty  and  pretty  as  pretty  can  be- 
So  strong  and  so  slender, 
So  haughty  and  tender, 
»      So  sweet  in  your  splendor— 
And  yet  not  for  me  ? 

Marourn«en. 
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LORENA. 

The  years  creep  slowly  by,  Lorena, 

'1  he  sn  ;W  is  on  the  grass  again, 

The  Sun's  h>w  down    he  skv,  Lorena, 

The  frost  gleams  wbera^the  flowers  have  be6n, 

But  the  heart  throbs  o»  as  warmly  now, 

As  when  the  summer  days  were  nigh, 

Oh  !  the  Sun  can  never  dip  so  low 

Adown  affection's  cloudless  sky  1 

A  hundred  months  have  passed.  Lorena,    */** 
Sine*'  last  1  held  that  hand  in  mine, 
And  felt  the  pulse  beat  fast,  Lorena, 
Though  mine  beat  faster  far  tkftn  thine.; 
iw^-  May, 


A  hundred  months,  'twas  flowry  May, 
When  up  the  hilly  slope  we  climbed, 
To  watch  the  dving  of  the  day, 
And  hear  the  distant  church-bells  Chime. 


We  loved  each  other  then,  Lorena, 
Jftore  than  we  evex  cared  to  tell, 
,  And  what  we  might  bate  been,  Lorena, 
Had  but  our  loving  prospered  well  ; 
But  then  'tis  past,  the  years  are  gone, 
I'll  not  call  up  their  shadowy  forms, 
I'll  say  to  them  lost  years  sleep  on, 
Sleep  on,  nor  heed  life's  pelting  storm. 

The  story  of  the  past,  Lorena, 
Alas  1  care  not  to  repeat. 
The  hopes  that  could  not  last,  Lorena, 
They  lived  but  only  lived  to  coeat; 
I  would  not  cause  even  one  regret 
To  rankle  in  your  bosom  now, 
For  if  we  try  we  may  forget, 
W«re  words  of  thine  long  years  ago. 


Yes  these  were  wordi  of  thine,  Lorena, 

They  burn  within  nay  memory  yet, 

They  touched  some  tender  chords,  Lorena, 

That  thrill  and  tremble  with  regret; 

'Twas  not  thy  woman's  heart  that  spoke, 

Thy  heart  was  always  true  to  me, 

A  duty  sti-rn  and  pressing  broke 

The  tie  which  linked  my  soul  to  thine. 
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It  matters  little  now,  Lorena, 
The  past  is  in  the  eternal  $>ast, 
Our  heads  will  soon  lie  low,  Lorena,    , 
Life\tide  is  ebbing  out  so  fast; 
,  .There  is  a  future  ohl  thank  God  I 

Of  life  this  is  so  small  a  part, 
'Tis  dust  to  dustpbeneath  the  sod, 
'•*  But  there,  up  there,  'tis  heart  to  heart. 


A  THOUSAND  A  YEAR. 
Kobik  Ruff— 

If  I  had  but  a  thousand  a  year,  Gaffer  Green— 
If  I  had  but  a  thousand  a  year, 

What  a  raJ»  would  I  be,  and  what  sights  would  I  see, 
If  I  had  but  a  thousand  a  year. . 

Gavfbr  Grben— 

The  best  wish- you  could  have,  take  my  word,  Robin  Ruff, 

Would  scarce  find  you  in  bread  or  in  beer ; 
But  be  honest  and  true,  say  what  would  you  do, 

If  you  had  but  a  thousand  a  year. 

Robin  Reff-— 

I>3  do — I  scarcely  know  what,  Gaffer  Green, 

I'd  go— -faith,  I  scarcely  know  where; 
I'd  scatter  the  chink,  and  leave  others  to  think, 
•    If  1  had  but  a  thousand  a  year. 

Gibfkr  Grben— 
.  But  when  you  are  aged  and,gray,  Robin  Ruff, 
And  the  day  of  your  death  it  draws  near, 
Say,  what  with  your  pains,  would  you  do  with  your  gain! 
If  you  then  had  a  thousand  a  year  ? 

Robin  Ruff— 

I  scarcely  can  tell  what  you  mean,  Gaffer  Green, 

For  your  questions  are  always  so  queer; 
But  as  oiher  folks  die,  I  suppose  so  must  I — 

©-jklFER    GREEN, 

What !  and  give  up  your  thousand  a  year  ? 

There's  a  place  that  is  better  than  this,  Robin  Ruff— 
And  I  hope.in  my  heart  you'll  go  there — 

Where  the  poor  man's  as  great  though  he  hath  no  estate, 
Ay,  as  if  he'd  a  thousand  a  year. 
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I'M  A  PILGRIM. 

I'm  a  pilgrim,  and  I'm  a  str anger, 

I  can  tarry,  I  can  tarry  but  a  night ; 

I'm  a  pilgrim,  and  I'm  a  stranger, 

I  ean  tarry,  I  can  tarry  but  a  ni;  ht. 
Do  not  detain  me,  for  I  am  going 
Where  the  streamlets  are  ever  flowing; 

I'm  a  pilgrim,  and  I'm  a  stranger,        j 

I  can  tarry,  I  can  tarry  but  a  night. 

Where  the  sunbeams  are  ever  shining, 

I  am  longing,  I  am  loDging  for  the  sight,  * 
Within  a  country  unknown  and  dreary 
I  have  been  wand'ring,  forlorn  and  weary. 

I'm  a  pilgrim,  and  I'm  a  stranger, 

I  can  tarry,  I  can  tarry  but  a  night. 

Of  that  country  to  which  I'm  g  >ing. 
My  Redeemer,  my  Redeemer  is  the  light, 

There's  no  sorrow,  nor  any  sighing, 

Nor  any  sin  there,  nor  any  dying. 
I'm  a  pilgrim*and  I'm  a  stranger, 
I  can  tarry,  I  can  tarry  but  a  night. 


I'VE  LOV^D  THEE  LOXO. 
I  know  that  thou  hast  many  friends. 

And  some  who  lore  thee  weli ;. 
But  none  like  me  have  ever  bowed 

Before  thy  beauty's  spell. 
I've  loved  th  .  e  a*  the  wild  flow'rs  lore 

The  sun  at  morn's  first  hour, 
Or  as  the  parch'd  and  thirsty  earth 

Doth  love  the  cooling  shower. 
My  life  has  been  a  dream  of  love, 

Its  deajest  idol  thou  ; 
That  love  is  faithful  still  to  thee;   • 

Then  why  this  coldness  now  ? 

I've  loved  thee  long;  through  grief  and  pais 

Thy  image  still  was  dear  ; 
But  thou  hast  scorned  my  honest  love, 

And  caused  me  many  a  tear. 
Yet,  should  hope's  star  grow  dim  to  th©e> 

And  friends  in  coldness  turn, 
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My  love  would  then  more  warmly  glow, 
Its  flame  more  brightly  burn; 

I'd  never  give  thy  heart  one  pang 
By  friendship' s  broken  vow, 

Or  hid  thee  e'er  distrust  my  love; 
Then  why  this  coldness  now? 

No,  not  like  thee  would  I  have  turned  j 

Should  all  from  thee  depart, 
With  words  of  love  and  hope  I'd  draw 

Thee  closer  to  my  heart; 
And  should  thy  summer  friends  forsake 

One  they  profess'""  to  love, 
My  heart  should  prove  a  shelt'ring  ark 

To  the  poor  homeless  dove  j 
Should  e'er  life's  storm  thy  bark  assail, 

And  waves  dasb  o'er  its  prow, 
I'd  still  be  near  to  share  thy  fate  j 

Then  why  this  coldness  now  ? 


I  SHOULD  LIKE  TO  1LARRV. 
Oh  !  I  should  like  to  marry, 

•If  1  could  but  flpd 
Some  young  and  nandsome  fellow 

Suited  to  my  mind  ; 
Oh  !  I  should  like  him  dashing, 

Oh  !  I  should  like  him  gay, 
The  leader  of  the  fashion 

And  dandy  of  the  day  ; 
Oh  1  1  should  like  to  marry. 

If  1  could  but  fi  d 
Some  young  and  dashing  fellow 

Suited  to  my  mind. 

Oh  !  I  should  like  to  marry, 

For  I'm  sore  afraid 
That,  if  I  longer  tarry,*, 

I'll  die  a  lone  old  maid. 
Oh  !  I  should  like  him  witty, 

Artll  I  should  like  him  good, 
And  with  a  little  money — 

Yt-s,  indeed!  I  should.. 
Oh  !  I  should  like  to  marry, 

If  could  but  find 
Some  young  and  dashing  fellow 

Suited  to  my  mind. 
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Oh  !  I  should  like  him  pretty. 

And  let  his  feet  be  small  ; 
"And  then,  to  make  him  noble, 

I'd  have  him  ratbemall. 
Oh  1  let  his  form  be  upright, 

Both  elegant  and  free, 
And  if  his  eyes  are  only  black 

I'm  sure  we  can  agree. 
'       Ohl  I  should  like  t     marry, 

If  I  could  .but  find 
Some  y©ong  and  dashing  fellow 

Suited  to  my  mind. 

Oh  1  I  should  like  him  handsome. 

That  he  might  cut  a  dash  ; 
A  stout  afcd  noble  figure, 

With  wh  skers  ai.d  moustache. 
His  hair,  I'd  like  it  curly, 

An'd  o'er  bis  brow  to  tall ; 
I'd  always  dress  him  showy, 

And  have  him  wear  a  shawl. 
Oh  !   1  should  like  to  marry,    » 

If  fccould  but  find 
Some  young  and  handsome  fellow 

Suited  to  my  mind. 


KITTY  TYRRELL. 

You're  looking  as  fresh  as  the  morn,  darling, 

You're  looking  as  bright  as  the  day ; 
But  while  on  your  charms  I'm  dilating, 

You're  stealing,  my  poor  heart  away  ;   * 
But  keep  it,  aqd  welcome,  Mavourneen, 

It's  loss  I'm  not  going  to  mourn  ; 
Yet  one  heart's  enough  for  a  body, 

So  pray  give  me  your's  in  return — 
Mavourneen,  Alavourneen, 
So  pray  give  me  your's  in  return. 


I've  built  me  a  neat  little  cot,  darling, 
I've  pigs  and  potatoes  in  store, 

I've  twenty  good  pounds  in  the  batik,  love, 
And  maybe  a  pound  or  two  more; 

It's  all  very  well  to  have  riches, 

*   But  I'm  such  a  covetous  .elf, 
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I  can't  help  Still  sighing  for  something, 
And  darling,  that  something's  yourself— 
Mavourneen,  Mavourneen, 
That  something,  you  know^  is  yourself. 

You're  smiling,  and  that's  a  good  sign,  darling, 
,  Say  yes,  and  you'll  nerer  repent. 
Or  if  you  would  rather  be  Bilent,     *    •     , 

Your  silence  I'll  take  for  consent ; 
That  good-natured  dimple's  a  telltale, 

Now  all  that  I  have  is  your  own  ; 
This  week  you  may  be  Kitty  Tyrrell,- 
Next  week  yflu'll  be  Kitty  Malone — 
Mavourneen,  Mavourneen,     « 
You'll  be  my  own  Mistress  Malone. 


FAIRY  BOY. 


A  mother  came,  when  stars  were  paling, 
Wailing  round  a  lonely  spring; 

Thus  she  cried,  while  tears  were  falling, 
Calling  on  the  Fairy  King : 

Why  with  spells  my  child  caressing, 
Courting  him  with  fairy  joy  ? 

Why.  destroy  a  mother's  blessing  ? 
W  herefore  steal  my  baby  boy  ? 

O'er  the  mountain,  through  the  wildwood, 

Where  his  Childhood  loved  to  play, 
Where  the  flow'rs  are  freshly  springing,  t 

There  I  wander  day  Joy  day  ; 
There  I  wander,  growing  fonder 

Of  .the  child  that  made  my  joy, 
On  the  echoes  wildly  calling 

To  restore  my  fairy  boy. 

But  in  vain  mv  plaintive  calling ; 

Tears  are  falling  all  in  vain  ; 
He  now  sports  with  fairy  pleasure, 

He's  the  treasure  of  their  train. 
Fare  thee  well,  my  child,  forever ; 

In  this  world  I've  lost  my  joy  j 
But  in  the  next  we  ne'er  shall  scper— 

There  I'll  find  my  angel  boy.. 
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CHARGE  OF  THE  LIGHT  BRIGADE. 

• 
Half  a  league,  .half  a  league, 

Half  a  league  onward, 
AH  in  the  valley  of  death 

Rode  the  six  hundred. 
Theirs  not  to  reason  why, 
Theirs  not  to  make  reply, 
Theiri  but  to  do  and  die— 
Into  the  ralley  of  death 

Rode  the  six  hundred. 


Cannon  to  right  of  them, 
Cannon  to  left  of  them, 
Cannon  in  front  of  tbem 

Volley'd  and  thunder'd, 
Stormed  at  with  shot  and  shell, 
Boldly  they  rode  and  well; 
Into  the  jaws  of  death, 
Into  the  mouth  of  hell, 
Rode  the  six  hundred. 

Flash'd  all  their  sabres  bare, 
Flash'd  all  at  once  in  air, 
Sab'ring  the  gunners  there, 
Charging  an  army,  while 

All  the  world  wonder'd  ; 
Plunged  in  the  battery  smoke, 
Fiercely  the  line  they  broke; 
Strong  was  the  sabre-stroke — 
Making  sn  army  reel 

Shaken  and  ?under'd. 
Then  they  rode  back,  but  net, 

Not  the  six  hundred. 


Cannon  to  right  of  them, 
Cannon  to  left  of  them, 
Cannon  behind  them, 

Volley'd  and  thunder'd 
Stormed  at  with  shot  and  ihejl, 
They  that  had  struck  so  wed, 
Rode  through  the  jaws  of  death, 
Half  a  league  back  again, 
Up  from  the  mouth  of  hell, 
All  that  was  left  of  them, 

Left  of  six  hundred. 
Honor  the  brave  and  bold  ! 
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Long  fchall  the  tale  be  told, 
Yea,  when  our  babe's  are  old, 
Dow  they  rode  onward! 


KNIGHT  AND  LADY. 

A  Knight  and  a  lady  once  met  in  a  grove, 
"White  each  was  in  quest  of  a  fugitive  love, 
A  river  ran  nrurnfully  murmuring  by, 
And  they  wept  in  its  waters  lor  sympathy. 

Oh,  never  was  knight  such  a  sorrow  that  bore, 
Oh,  never  was  maid  so  deserted  before  1 
"  From  lite  and  its  woes  let  us  instantly  fly, 
And  jump  in  together  for  company  I" 

They  searched  for  an  ed  y  that  suited  the  deed, 
But  here  was  a  bramble  and  there  was  a  weed, 
"  How  tiresome  it  is  I"  said  the  fair  with  a  sigh, 
So  they  sat  down  to  rest  them  in  company. 

They  gazed  on  each  other,  the  maid  and  the  knight — ' 
How  fair  was  her  form,  and  how  goodly  his  height— 
"  One  mournful  embrace,"  robbed  the  youth,  "  ere  I  die  1' 
So  kissing  and  crying  kept  company. 

"  Oh,  had  I  but  loved  such  an  angel  as  you!" 
?'  Oh,  had  but  my  swain  been  a  quarter  as  true!" 
"  To  miss  such  perfection  how  blind  was  I!" 
Sur,  e  now  they  were  excellent  company  I 

At  length  spoke  the  lass,  'twixt  a  smile  and  a  tear, 
"  The  weather  is  cold  for  a  watery  bier, 
When  summer  returns  we  may  easily  die, 
Till  then  let  us  sorrow  in  company  !" 


BURIAL  OF  SIR  JOHN  MOORE. 

Not  a  drum  was  heard,  nor  a  funeral  note, 
As  his  c  rse  to  the.  ramparts  we  hunied, 
„  Not  a  soldier  discharged  his  farewell  shot 


THE   BOLD   SOLDIEB   BOT's   SONG   BOOK.  43 

O'er  the  grave  where  our  hero  wai  buried, 
We  buried  him  darklv.  at  dead  of  night, 

The  turf  with  our  bayonets  turning. 
By  the  struggling  moonbeam's  misty  light, 

And  our  lanterns  dimly  burning. 

Few  and  phort  were  the  prayers  we  said, 

And  we  spoke  not  a  word  of  sorrow, 
But  we  steadfastly  gazed  on  the  face  of  the  dead,.. 

And  we  bitterly  thought  of  the  morrow. 
No  useless  coffin  confined  his  breast, 

Nor  in  »be«t,  nor  in  shroud,  we  bound  him  ; 
But  he  lay,  like  a  warrior  ta<ing  his  rest, 

With  his  martial  cloak  around  him. 

We  thought,  as  we  hollowed  his  narrow  bed, 

And  ptnooth'd  down  his  lonely  pillow, 
That  the  foe  and  the  stranger  woukl  tread  o'er  hil  head, 

And  we  far  awav  on  the  billow, 
Jjightly  they'll  talk  of  the  spirit  that's  gone, 

And  o'er,  his  cold  ashes  upbraid-him  ; 
But  nothing  he'll  reck  if  they  let  him  sleep  on 

In  the  grave  where  a  Briton  has  laid  him. 
• 

But  half  our  heavyjfask  was  done 

When  the  clock  told  the  ho  r  for  retiring, 
And  we  heard  by  the  distant  and  random  gun 

That  the  foe  was  suddenly  firing. 
Slowly  and  sadly  we  laid  him  down, 

From  the  field  of  hia  famej  fre  h  and  gory — 
We  carv'd  not  a  line,  we  rais'd  not  a  itone, 

But  we  left  him  alone  in  his  glory. 


SERENADE. 

Slumber,  gentle  la%y, 
clumber  like  the  rose 

When  the  air  of  hearen 
Lulls  thee  to  repose. 

Angels  hover  o'er  thee, 

Softly  seal  thine  eyes, 
Waft  thy  spirits  lightly 
To  the  smiling  skies. 


r 
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ANGEL'S  WHISPER.' 

A  baby  was  sleeping, 

I ta  mother  was  weeping, 
For  her  busband  vis  far  o'er  the  wide  raging  sea, 

And  the  tempest  was  swelling 

Round  the  fisherman's  dwelling, 
And  she  cried  "  Derniot,  darling,  oh  come  back  to  me.* 


Eer  beads  while  she  numbered, 
The  baby  still  slumbered, 

And  smiled  in  her  face  as  she  bended  her  knee  j 
Oh  !  blest  be  that  warning 
Jly  child's  sleep  adorning, 

For  I  know  that  the  angtls  are  whispering  to  thee. 


And  while  they  are  keeping 
Bright  watch  o'er  thy  sleeping, 

Ah,  pray  to  them  softly,  my  baby,  with  me ; 
And  say  thotu  would'st  rather 
They'd  watch  o'er  thy  fatBeu, 

For  I  know  that  the  angels  are  whispering  to  thee. 

•    The  dawn  of  the  morn*ing 
Saw  Dermot  returning, 
And  the  wife  wept  with  joy  the  babe's  father  to  see, 
f         And  closely  caressing 

The  child  with  a  blessing, 
Said,  I  knew  that  the  angels  were  whispering  to  thea. 


ONE  LOOK  OF  LOVE. 

One  look  of  love  fronu^hose  bright  eyes, 

To  cheer  this  anxious  breast-r- 
One  smile  from  thee  I'd  fondly  prize, 

And  be  forever  blest ; 
Will  not  my  sighs  to  pity  mqj*  thee— 

Say,  say  thoul't  be  mine, 
And  bless"  the  heart  that  fondly  loves  thee  j 

Then  turn  not  from  me,  maiden  fair, 
Nor  bid  me  plead  in  va  a 

For  one  kind  look  my  heart  to  cheer, 
One  smile  to  soothe  my  pain. 


TH*  BdU>  BOLDIIR   TOY'S   MX*  BO.K.  **^, 


SOLDIER'S  WISH. 


It  U  not  OB  tbe  b,™*«? '"',  n(ji  how  to  dread  >  soldier'adoom, 

f&r&&  ^  ^.  ~ tropby  for  m7  tomb- 

^^.'-n^e-r^roOBdoe^e,  I'd  be  to.  U.t  to 
But_yetf£  BOt  wish  to  die  opoo  tbe  battle-field. 

'm  1-1     as  ~  ;«  th*  frar   oh  1  let  me  then  retain 
When  ^V^^^nTaw.? to  Sb  S«t  va'e  again  ; 
luousb  of  hfe  \° J^*^  doTe  that  natters  o'er  it«  nest, 

felted  °;;  d"r  l0T6'  aUd  ^  UP0U 


WHAT  FAIRT-LIKE  MUSIC 


Entrancing  the  "*™*e^^."  - ifi  that  fl.nU  o'er  the  main, 
yj?»rfS5?SS  lb.  gondol,er,  Ml 

ii  K„cVd    and  the  water's  at  rest, 


CORPORAL  CASEY. 

Till  l  w»3  enlisted  by  Corporal  Casey  , 

&£  Ytr«d|ebdha«V»"°  W  Corpor d  Ca»y, 
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But  soon  I  was  forced  to  look  fresh  as  a  daisy, 
For  fear  of  a  drubbing  from  Corporal  Casey. 
Och.l  rub-a-dub,  mw-de-dow,  Corporal  Casey! 
The  devil  go  with  him  1  1  ne'er  could  be  lazy, 
He  stuck  in  my  skirts  so,  old  Corporal  Casey.         .    • 

We  went  into  battle,  I  took  the  blows  fairly, 

They  fell*on  my  pate,  but  they  botber'd  me  rarely, 

And  who  sh  uid  the  first  be  that  drop't?'  why  so  plase  ye, 

It  was  my  good  friend,  honest  Corporal  Casey  ; 

Och  1  rub-a-drub,  n.w-de.dow,  Corporal  Casey  I 

'ihink's  I,  "you  are  quiet,  and  I  shall  be  aisy  ; 

So  eight  years  I  fought  without  Corporal  Casey, 


KITTY  OF  COLERAINE. 

As -beautiful  Kitty  one  morning  was  tripping, 

With  a  pitcher  ol  milk  from  the  fair  of  Coleraine, 
When  she  saw  me  she  stumbl'd,  the  pitcher  it  tumbl'd, 

And  all  the  sweet  buMermilk  water'd  the  plain  ; 
Oh!  what  shall  1  do  now,  twas  looking  at  you  now, 

Sure,  sure,  such  a  pitcher  I'll  ne  er  meet  again; 
'Twas  the  pride  of  my. dairy — 01  Barney  AlcCleary, 

You're  sent  as  a  plague  to  the  girls  of  Coleraine. 

I  gat  down  beside  her  and  gently  did  chide  her, 

That  such  a  misfortune  should  give  her  such  pain, 
A  kiss  then  I  gave  her,  and,  before  I  did  lave  her,. 

She  vow'd  for  such  pleasure  she'd  break  it  again. 
'Twas  hay  making  season,  I  can't  tell  you  the  reason, 

Misfortune  will  never  come  single,  'tis  plain, 
For,  very  soon  after  poor  Kitty's  disaster, 

The  devil  a  pitcher  was  whole  in  Coleraine  ! 


AUNT  JEMIMA'S  PLASTER. 

Auni  Jemima,  she  was  old, 

But  very  kind  and  clever ; 
She  had  a  notion  of  her  own 

That  she  would  marry  never. 
She  said  that  she  would  live  in  peace, 

And  she  would  be  her  master  ; 
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She  made  her  living:  day  by  day 
By  selling  °f  *  plaster. 
Sheepskin  and  beeswax 
Wake  this  awful  pla-te;-; 
The  wore  you  try  to  t,tke-it  off, 
The  more  it  sticks  th^  taster. 


She  had  a  ?ister,  very  tall, 

And  if  she'd  kept  on  growing, 

She  miyht  have  b^en  a  jnaut  now, 
In  lact  there  is  no  knowing  ; 

All  of  a  sudden  she  became 
Of  her  own  height  the  master, 

And  all  because  upon  each  foot 
Jemima  put  a  plaster. - 
Sheepskin  and  beeswax 
Make  this  awful  plaster  ; 
The  more  you  try  to  take  it  off, 
The^nore  it  sticks  the  taster. 


Her  neighbor  had  a  Thomas  cat 
That  eat  like  any  glutton  ; 
?er  caught  a  moose  or  rat, 

But  stole  both  miiK  and  mutton; 
To  keep  it  h<  me  she  tried  her  beat, 

But  ne'er  could  be  its:  master, 

Until  she  stuck  it  to  the  Hour 

With  Aunt  Jemima's  ptastrr. 

Sheepskin  and  beeswax 

Make  this  awlul  plaster; 

The  more  you  try  to  tak»-  it  off, 

The  more  it  sticks  the  laster. 


Now  if  you  have  a  dog  or  cat, 

A  husband,  wife,  or  lover, 
That  you  would  wish  t<»  keep  at  home, 

This  plaster  just  discover; 
And  if  you  wish  to  live  in  peace, 

Avoiding  all  disaster, 
Take  my  advice,  and  trv  the  strength 

Of  Aunt  Jemima's  plaster. 
Sheepskin  and  beeswax 
Make  this  awful  plaster; 

The  more  you  try  to  take  it  off, 

The  more  it  sticks  the  faster. 
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THE  FROGS'  CONCERT. 

•  *«*         , 

Kung  de  nung — kung,  tung, 

Koo  te  kung,  tee  koo  j 
Titteri,  titteri  kung, 

Titteri,  titteri  koo  I 

FULL*  CHOBTJS. 

Bung  de  kung— kicka  ku, 
Te  te  we,  noun  de  ku. 

SOLO    SOPRANO. 

Tiddery  pe  de  we  de  kung, 
Pee  de  weet !  Pee  de  weet  I 

CHOBUS   OF    BASS    VOICES; 

Kung,  kung,  trata  kung, 
Diggory  kum,  te  kum  te  boo. 

TUEE-TOAD   SOLO. 

Tr — a — a  ta  weet ! 
■    Weeterry  dee ! 


ELLEN  BATNE. 


Soft  be  thy  slumbers  I 

Rude  cares,  depart  I 
Visions  in  numbers 

Cheer  thy  young  heart ! 
Dream  on  while  bright  hours 

And  fond  hopes  remain, 
Blooming,  like  smiling  flowers, 

For  thee,  Ellen  Bajne! 
Gentle  slumbers  o'er  thee  glide, 
Dreams  of  beauty  round  thee  bide, 
"While  I  linger  by  thy  side, 

Sweet  Ellen  Bayne  1 

Dream  not  in  anguish, 

,   Dream  not  in  fear., 

Lore  shall  not  languish- 
Fond  one's  are  near. 

Sleeping  or  waking, 
In  pleasure  or  pain, 
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Warm  hearts  will  beat  for  thee, 

Sweet  Ellen  Bayne I 
Gentle  slumbers    'er  thee  glide, 
Dreams  of  beauty  round  thee  bide, 
While  I  linger  by  thy  side, 

Sweet  Ellen  Bayne ! 

Scenes  that  have  vanishei 

Smile  on  thee  now — 
Pleasures,  once  banished, 

Play  round  thy  brow- 
Forms  long  departed, 

Greet  thee  again, 
Soothing  thy  dreaming  heart, 

Sweet  Ellen  Bayne ! 
Gentle  slumbers  o'er  thee  glide, 
Dreams  of  beauty  round  thee  bide, 
While  I  linger  by  thy  side, 

Sweet  Ellen  Bayne  1 


LAKE  OF  KILLARNEY. 

On  the  Lake  of  Killarney  I  first  saw  the  Ud 

Who  with  song  and  with  bagpipe  could  make  my  heart  glad 

And  his  hair  was  so  red.  and  his  eyes  were  so  bright, 

That  they  shone  like  the  stars  on  a  cold  frosty  night  j 

For  tall  and  straight  ray  dear  Paddy  w at  seen, 

And  he  looked  like  the  fairies  that  dance  on  the  green. 

Oh!  the  girls  of  Killamev  wore  the  green  willow  trea 

When  first  my  dear  Patrick  sung  love  tales  to  me, 

And  he  sung  and  he  danced,  and  he*won  my  fond  heart, 

To  save  his  dear  life,  with  my  own  I  would  part. 


MAHY  OF  ARGYLE. 

I  hare  heard  the  maris  singing 

His  love  song  to  the  morn  ; 
I  hare  seen  the  dewdrop  clinging 

To  the  rose  just  newly  born  : 
But  a  sweeter  song  has  ebeered  ma 

At  the  evening's  gentle  close, 
And  Pve  sen  an  eye  still  brighter 

Than  tha  devdrops  on  the  rote, 
4 


'Twas  tby  voice,  my  gentle  Mary,  « 
And  thy  artless  winning  smile, 

That  has  made  this  world  an  Eden, 
Bonnie'Mary  of  Argyle. 

Though  thy  roice  may  lose  its  sweetness, 

And  thine  eye  its  brightness  too — 
Though"  thy  step  may  lose  its  fleetnese, 

And  thy  hair  its  sunny  hue — 
Still  to  me  shalt  thou  be  dearer 

Than  all  the  world  can  own  ; 
I  hare  loved  thee  for  thy  beauty, 

Bit  not  for  that  alone, 
I  have  watch'd  thy  heart,  dear  Mary, 

And  its  goodness  was  the  wile 
That  has  made  me  thine  forever, 

Bonnie  Mary  of  Argyle. 


LAND  OF  KING  COTTON. 

Air — Hed,  White  and  Blue. 

Oh  1  Dixie  the  land  of  King  Cotton, 

The  home  of  the  brave  and  the  free"; 
A  nation  by  Freedom  begotten, 
The  terror  of  despots  to  be  ; 
Wherever  thy  banner  is  streaming, 

Base  tyranny  quails  at  thy  feet, 
And  Libertj''«  sunlight  is  beaming, 
In  splendor  of  majesty  sweet. 
Three  cheers  for  our  army  so  true, 

Three  .cheers  for  Price,  Johnston  and  Lee, 
Beauregard  and  our  Davis  forever; 
The  pride  of  the  brave  and  the  free ! 


When  Liberty  sounds  her  war  rattle, 

Demanding  her  right  and  her  due, 
The  first  land  that  rallies  to  battle 

Is  Dixie  the  shrine  of  the  true; 
Thick  as  leaves  of  the  forest  in  summer, 

Her  brave  sons  will  rise  on  each  plain  ; 
And  th«n  strike,  until  each  vandal  comer 

Lies  dead  oa  the  soil  he  would  stain. 
Three  cheers  for  our  army,  &c. 


May  the  names  of  the  dead  that  we  cherish,        * 

Fill  memory's  cup  to  the  brim  ; 
May  the  laurels  they  re  won  neTer  perisk, 

Nor  "star  of  their  glory  grow  dim;" 
May  the  States  of  the  South  neTer  sever, 
But  the  champions  of  freedom  e'er  b*, 
May  they  flourish,  Confed'rate  forever, 
The  boast  of  the  brave  and^he  free. 
Three  cheers  for  our  army  so  true, 

Three  cheers  for  Price,  Johnston  and  Lee, 
Beauregard  and  our  Davis  forever; 
The  pride  of  the  brave  and  the  free  I 


THE  CAPTURE  OF    LEXINGTON. 

Am—  The  Old  Oaken  Bucket. 

'Twas  daring  September,  we  drove  in  the  Federal, 
At  Lexington  city,  in  the  State  of  old  Pike, 
Our  brave  General  said,   "  now,  my  boys,  hit  them  central, 
We'll  give  them  our  bullets,  many  more  than  they  like." 
We  surrounded  the  town,  with  our  brave,  gallant  band,  sir, 
Determined  to  take  them  all,  let  riot  one  ge*t  away, 
McHride  and  brave  Green  stormed  with  rifle  in  hand,  sir, 
And  many  a  Fed  bit  the  dust  on  that  day. 
Threa  cheers  for  our  General,  who  drove  in  the  Ftderal, 
Cornered  tkem,  took  them  in  this  Lexington  town. 

Colonel  Mulligan  was  there  with  his  Irish  Brigade,  sir, 
All  the  way  from  Chicago,  in  the  State  of  Illinois, 
These  Irishmen  fought  like  true,  brave  men  indeed,  sir, 
Being:  commanded  and  governed  by  such  a  brave  bov. 
They  had  thrown  up  intrenchments  and  ditches  in  number, 
They  had  dug  up  the  earth  in  magnificent  style,       ,, 
Had  hidden  provisions  and  other  such  lumber, 
And  made  preparations  to  stay  a  good  while. 

Three  cheers  for  our  General,  who  drove  in  the  Federal, 
Cornered  them,  took  them  in  this  Lexington  town. 

• 

Somebody  told  Paica-of  the  "Hemp"  that  was  near  by, 

We  got  it,  and  wet  it,  and  rolled  it  up  hill ; 

Our  "rifles"  behind  this  good  hemp  line,  hid  thereby, 

Knocked  otf  the  top-knots  of  the  Feds  at  their  will — 

"  What  the  devil  does  this  mean?"  the  Irishmen  said,  sir  ; 

Poor  Mulligan  was  puzzled  to  death  at  the  sight, 
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In  all  of  his  reading,  he  never  had  read,  sir, 
Of  anj thing  like  this  hemp  fort  on  his  right. 
'   Three  cheers  for  our  General,  who  drove  in  the  Federal, 
Cornered  them,  took  them  in  this  Lexington  town. 

.  Three  days  and  three  nights  did  our  boyi  hold  their  ground,  sii 
'Mid  battle's  wild  rage  and  the  cannon's  loud  blast, 
The  news  spread  abroad  o'er  the  country  around,  sir, 
That  Mulligan  bad  surrendered  to  Sterling  at  last. 
.    Thirty-two  hundred  we  took,  and  their  aims  too; 
Our  victory  wa&  perfect,  but  we  did  it  up  nice, 
We  had  saved  our  dear  homes,  and  our  ladies'  bright  charms  to< 
And  all  this  was  owing  to  brave  Stkrling  Pricb. 

Nine  cheers  for  our  General,  who  drove  in  the-Federal, 
And  captured  the  army  of  Lexington  town. 


THE  JOLLY  BACHELOR. 

I  am  a  jolly  bachelor, 

So  hearty,  hale,  and  free, 
"What  people  wish  to  marry  for, 

Is  more  than  I  can  see, 
I  would  not  be  a  married  man, 
For  woman,  wit,  or  money, 
Or  the  responsibilities, 
That  come  with  matrimony. 
So  now  youag  ladies! 

Oh  !  don't  you  wait  for  me, 
For  I'll  be  a  bachelor 
So  hearty,  hale,  and  free. 


Once  in  my  boyish  days,  1  know, 

Of  love  I  used  to  dream, 
A  certain  pretty  girl  in  shorts, 

An  angel  then  did  seem, 
She's  married  now— I  saw  her,  but 

A  tingle  year  ago— 
Her  foot  was  on  the  cradle,  and 

Her  hand  was  in  the  dough. 

Here's  John,  and  Ned,  and  Charlie  too — 

Have  knelt  before  the  altar, 
And  carelessly  have  slipped  their  necks, 

Into  the  marriage  halter  j 
For  care  and  toil  and  curtain  talk, 
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Of  Ufa  they're  sold  their  lease, 
And  wires,  you  know,  can  never  mend 
The  breaches  of  their  peace. 

Ob,  'tis  a  sorry  sight  to  see, 

One  strive  a  wife  to  win. 
For.  like  the  lilies  of  the  rale, 

They  neither  toil  nor  spin ; 
With  talk  they  break  your  peaceful  rest, 

They  scold  the  livelong  day, 
And  sometimes  with  your  handsome  friand 

They  take  theinaelve*  away. 

You  may  hare  heard  <>t    Ms.  Lot, 

Who.  fur  a  woman'.*  lad  f, 
Was  changed  into  a  pillar  of 

The  best  Turk  *  Uland  salt; 
It  paved  her  buaband  then,  but  now 

We  maay  a  hu»  »a;i<i  h   ve- 
Whom,  far  beyond  such  remedy, 

No  salt  would  ever  .«ava. 

I  knew  a  "  nic-  voting  lady"  once, 

As  lovely  as  a  saint. 
Her  cheeks  weir  n.-d  n-  roses,  though 

I  raiher  think  with    paint, 
She  used  to  sir.g  enchantmgly, 

Was  quiet  as  a  kiueu, 
I  popped  the  question  to  her,  and 

Fur  answer  got  the  mitten. 

She  married  Kitz  Boy  Flash,  Esquirt, 

A  member  of  the  bar, 
He  thought  he'd  got  an  angel,  and 

She  fancied  him  a  star  ; 
They  quarrelled,  he  forsook  the  law 

For  whi  key,  cards,  ana  stoat — ■ 
Poor  >W-s.  Flash  makes  bonnets  now, 

And  *  itz  tiey  Flash  flashed  out. 

But  I  am  bappv  all  the  time, 

No  one  to  a«k  me  when 
I  come  home  rather  late  at  night, 

"  Mr  dear,  where  have  you  been?** 
And  when  I  seek  my  quiat  bed,  « 

Untouched  by  care  or  strtfe, 
I'd  rattier  sink  into  the  arms 

Ot  Morpbeoa,  than  a  wife. 
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NOBODY'S   BOY. 

The  flowers  of  spring  have  passed  away, 

And  winter's  chilling  blasts  have  come  j 
I'm  here  alone  a  helpless  lad, 

Without  a  friend,  without  a  home. 
My  tattered  garments  scaree  conceal, 

From  vulgar  gaze,  each  shivring  limbj 
My  aching  heart  is  pierced  with  cold, 
And  tears  of  grief  my  e~es  bedim. 
The  days  are  few  since  I  was  called 

My  father's  pride,  my  mother's  joy; 
But  oh  I  those  days  will  ne'er  return, 
For  now,  alas !  I'm  nobody's  boy. 

My  heart  doth  yearn  for  that  dear  home, 

"Where  I  so  oft  upon  the  hearth 
Bare  sat  beside  the  gleaming  fire, 

And  mingled  in  gay  scenes  of  mirth  ; 
But  little  dreamed  1  in  those  days, 

When  all  was  joy  within  that,  cot, 
That  I  so  young  would  thus  be  left 

And  th'S  world  be  my  gloomy  lot. 
The  days  are  few,  Ac. 

I  mourn  the  loss  of  parents  kind, 

And  cherished  friends,  to  ine  most  dear, 
For,  since  of  them  1  am  bereft, 

There's  none  to  guard,  when  danger's  near, 
There's  none  on  earth  the  place  can  fill 

Of  that  dear  one  who  gave  me  birth  5 
Then  ask  not  why  1  shed  these  tears,- 

And  cease  to  join  in  scenes  ot  mirth* 
The  days  are  few.  Ac. 


POP  GOKS  THE  WEASEL 

The  painter  works  with  ladder  and  brush, 

The  artist  with  the  ea-el. 
Th£  fiddler  always  snaps  the  string 
At  pop  g  es  the  weasel. 
From  round  about  c   e  countryman*;  barn 

the  mice  begin  to  inizzir  ; 
For,  when  they  poke  their-  noses  «~ur, 
Pop  goes  the.  weasel. 
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Tbe  butcher,  when  he  charges  for  meat, 
SUcks  in  the  bones  and  gnzzel,  v 

But  that's  the  way  the  money  goes, 
And  pop  goes  the  weasel. 
From  roud  about,  <tc 

•Potatoes  for  an  Irishman's  taste, 
A  doctor  for  the  measles, 
A  fiddler  always  for  a  dance, 
Or  pop  goes  the  weasel 
From  round  about,  ic. 

» 
Blood  pudding  for  a  Dutchman's  meal, 

A  workman  for  a  ch; 
The  tune  that  everybody  sin_-s 
Is  pop  goes  the  weasel. 
From  round  aboi*,  i 
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JOHNNIE  JOtiDAX. 

I  came  from  the  east, 
1  went  to  the  west 
To  hunt  for  a  hou^e  for  to  board  in, 
And  1  soon  found  a  i- 
Wfaen  1  dressed  in  my  best, 
And  put  down  my  name  as  Johnnie  Jordan. 
Sr»  I  took  i  tf  mv    oat, 
And  1  rolled  Oy  my  sleeves, 
And  I  made  my  sell  at  home  accordin', 
F<>r"when  *  fellow's  tired, 
■  He  generally  leaves, 
And  so  does  the  lege  of  Johnme  Jordan,  I  believe. 

Thev  served  four  kind*  of  meat, 
n  the  hoarders  came  to  eat, 
*Twas  sheep,  ram,  lamb,  and  mutton; 
So  L  tr --;,.  J  to  eat  a  ilioe, 

I    mighty  nice; 
But  I  couldn't  it   lift  been  an  ewfd  gtu  ton: 
1  1  had  en  >ugB, 
■    •  as  n  ighty  t"U£h, 
That  1  '  chancM  oa  : 

uidtord  took  the  bread, 
»tru<  k  me  ou  the  head, 
And  MacV  the  eye  of  J.-hmiy  Jordan. 

I  rook  oil'  mi  coat,  Ac. 
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The  landlord  said,  M  Oh,  no  I 
•  Young  |uan,  you  cannot- go, 

You  cannot  leave  this  house  until  you  poney  j 
And  I'll  hit  an  awful  amasb 
On  that  curly  calabash, 
If  you  don't  plank  down  with  your  money." 
He  kept  a  skinny  horse. 
And  a  dog  so  mighty  cross, 
With  a  broad  brass  collar  with  a  ctfrd  on; 
Be  caught  me  by  the  hip, 
When  out  1  thought  to  slip, 
And  yearly  was  the  death  oi  Joannie  Jordon: 
'Ihen  I  took  oft"  my  coat, 
And  1  rolled  up  my  sleeves, 
And  I  made  myself  at  bon,e  ae'cordm', 
For,  when  a  fellow's  tired, 
lie  generally   leaves, 
And  so  does  the  legs. ofc  J-  bnnie  Jordan,!  believe. 


BOBB.; NO    AROUND. 

In  Aisguj-r  bur,  mi  one  tint;  day, 

A  bobbing1  ait. unci,  around,  around, 

When  Josh  and  i  went  to  make  hay,  ' 

We«  en    bobbing  around. 

Says  Josh  to  me  let's  take  a  walk, 
A  bobbing  around*,  around,  around, 

Then  we  tan  have  a  talk, 
As  we  go  bobbing  around. 

We  walk  n  along  to  the  mountain  rixige, 
A  bn&bu-g  ;m>ui.d,  around,  around, 

Ti»l  we  go*  fnai  Squire  Mipabop's  bridge,,  • 
As  we- went  bobbiiig  around. 

Then  Josh  end  I  went  on  a  spree, 
A  bobbing.  aroui;d,  around,  at   und., 

Arc  1  ki*ti!  ,i.".>b.  and  Jus-b  'fcisj'd  me, 
As  we  went  Ubbn  g-  around 

Then   JnpfrVn'i'cfc  |ongt*i   tarried, 

A  bobbu^  n     i  a.'-ui.d.  around, 
Sa.\s  he  i'u  .    t  '$  v*t  married* 

1  hen  v,     ;;         i     .  ;    i«ud.  .     : 
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Now  I  kneJv  he  lov'd  another  garl, 

A  bobbing  around,  arotind,  around, 
Thej  call'd  her  long  legg'd„  crook' d  shin,  curly 
tooth'd,  Sal, 

"When  he  went  bobbing  around. 

So  after  we  got  into  church, 

A  bobbing  around,  around,  around, 
I  cut  and  left  Josh  in  the  lurch, 

Then  he  went  bobbing  around. 

So  all  ^ou  chaps  what's  got  a  gal, 
A  bobbing  around,  around,  around, 
-  Do  think  of  long  legg'd,  crook'd  shin,  curly 
tooth'd  Sal, 
When  you  go  bobbing  around. 


NANCY  TILL. 
Down  in  the  cane  brake,  close  by  the  mill, 
There  lived  a  gal,  and  her  name  was  Nancy  Till; 
She  know'd  lhat  I  loved  bar,  she  know'd  it  long, 
I'm  going  to  serenade  her,  and  111  sing  this  song. 
Uome,  love,  come!  the  boat  lies  low, 
She  lies  high  and  dry  oh  the  Ohio  ; 
Come,  love,  com*!  won't  jou  go  along  with  me, 
I'll  row  the  boat,  while  the  boat  rows  me. 

Open  the  window  love,  oh,  do  t 
And  Usteu  to  the  music  I'm  playing  for  you. 
The  whisperings  of  love  so  soft" and  low 
Harmonize  my  voice  with  the  old  banjo. 

Come,  love,  come  !  the  boat  lies  low,  . 

She  lies  high  and  dry  on  the  Ohio  ; 

Come,  love,  come  I  won't  you  go  with  me, 

I'll  row  the  boat,  whi.e  the  b;.at  rows  me. 

Softly  the  casement  began  for  to  rise, 
The  stars  am  a  shining  above  in  the  skies  ; 
The  moon  is  declining  behind  yonder  hilL 
Reflecting  its  rays  on  you,  my   Nancy  Till. 

C  me,  love,  cornel  the  bi>at  lies  low, 

She  lie*  high  and  dry  on  the  Ohio; 
,   Come,  love,  come!  won't  you  go  along^vith-me, 

I'll  row  the  boat,  while  the  boat  rows  me. 


^8  TBE   BOLD   SOLDIER    BOY'S   SOKG   BOOK. 

Farewell,  love  !  I  now  must  away, 
I've  a  long  waj  to  travel  before  the  break  of  day, 
But  the  next  time  I  come,  be  ready  for  to  go 
A  sailing  oh  the  banks  of  the  Ohio. 

Coune,  love,  come  1  the  boat  lies  low, 
She  lies  high  and  dry  on  the  Ohio  ; 
Come,  love,  cornel  won't  vou  gp  with  me, 
I'll  row  the  boat,  while  the  boat  rows  me. 


.      I  SEEN  HER  AT  THE  WINDOW. 

Last  night  I  went  to  Difiah's  house,  to  see  if  my  lub  has  been  dar, 

I  cast  my  eyes  up  at  de  house,  and  saw  her  at  the  window ; 

So  in  I  went  to  see  my  dear,  and  met  her  sister  'Manda, 

Dey  was  seated  around  the  fire-place,  pickin'  de  old  gray  gander. 

I  seen  her  at  de  window, 
'    'Twaa  my  dear  Lucinda ; 

She  dress'd  so  neat,  and  look'd  so  sweet, 

I'd  gib  my  life  to  bin  in  dar. 

I  took  a  seat  down  by  my  lub,  and  we  talked  about  the  matter, , 
I  axed  ber  if  she'd  marry  me,  but  her  mudder  wouldn't  let  her; 
I  told  her  if  she'd  run  away,  I'd  take  her  down  de  libber, 
I'd  gib  her  all  de  money  I  had.  likewise  mv  heart -forever. 

I  seen  her  at  de  window, 

*Twas  my  dear  i.uciuda; 

She  dress'd  so  neat,  and  look'd  so  sweet, 

I'd  gib  my  life  to  bin  in  dar. 

Dar  was  a  dwkie  by  the  name  of  Joe,  who  long  did  lub  dis  lady,  . 

He  serenaded  her  at  nifjbt,  and  like  to  set  her  crazy  ; 

I  found  she  loved  music  so,  and  I  had  often  been  dar, 

I'd  sing  all  night,  wid  de  old  banjo,   "  i  seen  her  at  de  window." 

I  seen  her  atde  window, 

'Twas  my  deat  Lucinda; 

She  dress'd  so  neat,  and  look'd  so  sweet, 

I'd  gib  my  life  to  bin  in  dar. 

My  lub  and  me  hab  both  turned  one,  an  mean  to  lib  together, 
No  darkie  now  can  part  us   \\)\-  wev'e  tied  de  notforeber; 
So  white  gents,  if  \  ou  want*  a  gal,  and  see  her  at  de  window, 
Go  dat  night  and  serenade,  and  1  bet  my  life  you  get  in  dar. 

I  seett  her  at  de  wisdi  w, 

'Twas  my  dear  Lucina*  ; 

She  dress'd  so  neat  and  look'd  so  sweet, 

I'd  jgib  my  life  to  bin  in  dar. 
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BACHELOR'S  HALL.  . 

Bachelor's  Hall,  what  a  queer  looking  place  it  is, 

Keep  me  from  such  all  the  days  of  my  life  ; 
Sure  I  think  what  a  burning  disgrace  it  is, 

Never  at  all  to  be  getting  a  wife. 
See  the  old  bachelor  fretting  and  sad  en/  ugh, 

Placing  his  tay-kettle  over  the  fire; 
Soon  tips  it  over,  kSt.  Patrick  is  mad  enough, 

If  he  were  present,  to  tight  with  the  squire. 

Now,  like  a  hog  in  the  mortar  bed  wallowing, 

Awkward  enough  to  see  him  kneading  nis  dough ; 
Truth,  if  the  bread  he  could  eat  without  swallowiag 

How  it  would  favor  his  palate  you  know. 
Pots,  dishes,  pans,  a  d  such  greasy  commodities, 

Ashes  and  pratey skins  kiver  the  floor; 
His  cupboard'-'  n  of  comical  oddities. 

Things  that  had  never  been  neighbors  before. 

His  meal  being  over,  hu  table  left  sitting  so, 

Dishes  tak'  you  can  ; 

Hunger  returns,  then  he's  fuming  and  fretting  so, 

Ufa  !  let  him  a!.  ke  of  a  man. 

Laie  in  the  night,  •  bed  shivering, 

.Never  a  bit  at  all, 

He  crapes  li'r.  er  the  kiveringj 

Bad  luck  to  the  picture  oi   bachelor's  Halt-. 


* 


LONG,  LONI 

Tell  me  th<  i  >  dear, 

Long,  long  ago — long, 
Sing  me  the      DgB  I  «•:  bear 

Long,  long  ago— long 
Now  you  are  come  all  im  gi  ief  is  n 
Let  me  forget  that  so  i«tng  \  ou  hav. 
Let  me  believe  fha  you  loved, 

Long,  lofJg  ago- 


Doyou  nn     tnber  i,h    r-atb  where  we  met, 
Long  *  ago ? 

Ah!  yes,  3         old  u.v.  _  .ill  ne'er  would  forget, 
Long. 

Then  to  all  other?  my  s:  ile  you  pre! 


"W 
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Love,  when  you  spoke,  gftve  a  charm  to  eacb  word  ; 
Still  my  heart  treasures  the  praises  I  heard, 
Long,  long  ago—long  ago. 

Though  by  your  kindness  my  fond  hop*?  wore  raised, 

Long;  long  ago — long,  long  ago, 
You,  by  more  eloquent  lips,  have  bee:   ;  raised, 

Long,  long  ago — long  ago. 
But  by  long  absence  your  truth  has  been  tried, 
Still  to  your  accents  I  listen  with  pride, 
Blest  as  1  was  when  I  sat  by  your  side, 

Long,  long  ago — long  ago. 


MY  MOTHfcR  DEAR. 


There  was  a  place  in  childhood  that  I  remember  well, 
And  there  a  voice  of  sweetest  tone- bright  fairytales  did  tell, 
An'1  gentle  word*  and  fond  embrace  were  given  witn  joy  to  me, 
When  I  was  in  that  happy  place,  upon  my  mother's  knee. 

My  mo  her  -dear  !  uiy  mother  dear  I 

My  gentle,  gentle  mother! 

'When  fairy  tales  were  ended,  '•  pood  night"  she  softly  said, 
And  kiss'd  and  laid  me  down  to  sleep  within  my  tiny  bed^ 
And  holy  words  the  taught,  me  there-  uiethinks  I  yei  can  $ee 
Her  angel  eyp«aa  clos-e  i  knelt  beside,  my  mother's  knee. 
.  Oh*   -tjherdeai  I  m\  mother  dear  1 
^J  te    "     .  iie;.il'<-,u;wb<rl  » 

In  the  sickn«»s  ot  m\  chddh»»od,    he  perils  of  my  prime, 
The  sorrows-of  my  npei  ;<a>>,  the  cares  of  ev'ry  time — 
When  doubt  01  janper  it    -j.rr  ■>,.-.  clown,  then  pleading  all  for  me, 
It  was  a  fervent  ;.ra\er  t-  •    utreh  that  bent  my  mother 'f  knee. 

My  m  '  <er  dear  1   u»y    .  other  dearl 

My-gt.  i.-e,  penile  mother  1 


She  is  n  .      >    >he  i?>  '>ash  ui. 

F-»£o  au<i  .-an\     I.j'       t  bold — 
Like  -'in  ;:p;  i«-  i  "ll»W. 

Not  t   u  ,«iun^.  •  .  k  to    old, 


THM  BOLD  HOLPTFR   R'.YS  *osq   b  jok. 

Half  invitiusr,  half  repula 

Now  *dvarieinj>  ihy, 

There  is  mitcbief  in  ber,dimple. 
There  is  danger  in  her  ere. 


She  has  stirrli  •«)  hoi  •  m  nature, 

She  is  sch<.<!.!-i  >n   •  I  her  arts, 
She  has  takrn  h 

A«  the  mistrei 
She  can  tell  i 

When  to  « i tr 1 1  and  irhjen  to  smile; 
Oh!  a  maid  i- «  .  ming, 

But  a  vrid'iw  all  the  while. 


You  are  fad  ?  how  vrrv  serious 

Will  her  handsome  face  become; 
Are  jou  angry  ?  she  if  wretched, 

Lonelv,  friendle«i,  tearful  dumb. 
Art  jou  mirthful  ?  how  her  laughter, 

SUrer  Bounding,  will  ring  out  5 
She  can  lure,  and  catch,  and  play  you 

Aa  the  angler  does  the  trout. 

Te  old  bachelors  of  forty 

Who  have  grown  g>  bold  and  wice, 
Young  Americans  of  twenty, 

With  your  lovelocks  in  your  eyes, 
You  may  practice  all  the  lessons 

Taught  by  Oapid  since  the  fall, 
But  I  know"  a  little  wi< 

Who  could  win  and  fool  you  all. 


THE  WATCHER. 

The  night  was  dark  and  fearful, 

The  blast  swept  wailing  by  j 
A  watcher,  pale  and  tearful, 

Look'd  forth  with  anxiou*  4sye. 
How  wistfully  she.  gazeth  I 

No  gleam  of  morn  is  there, 
Her  eyes  to  heav'n^he  raiBeth 

In  agony  of  prayer. 


Within  that  dwelling  lon?.iy; 

ant  and  darkness  reign, 
Her  precious  child-^hor  only — 

Lay  moaning  in  his  pain, 
And  death  alone  .;an  free  hi  ■ 

She  feeUTtbat  it  n  wstl?e — 
"  Hut  oh  !  for  morn  to  «ee  him 

S-^ile  once  arrairi  on  roe." 


•  d  lights  are  gleai 
In  yonder  mansion  fair, 

feet  arc  dancing  ■ 
tio 

id  j  •:  creatures, 

ore 
I  ^ive  that  )■  'atures 


The  morning  sun  is 

She  heedeth  no 
Bwside  her  df;id  reoHning  "       (- 

The  pale  dead  mother  iay. 
A  s:  uie  her  lips  was  wreathing, 
•    A  smile  of  hope  and  love, 
As  though  si  e  breathing 

"  There's  light  i  ,r  us  above." 


KIZMO   KIMO. 
Awa)  t  i,  w,here  1 

Sing  song,  Kitty,  Kit'y  »<"'i 
I  chop  de  W'  od  and  huek  dc  •.  -t  n, 

KittJ  Kimeo. 
bo  is  de  tune     '■ 
vs  sing  from  movn  till  noon^ 
.  i  mo  all  day  long) 
o  is  de  coEg.  ' 

Come,  my  lub^  and  go  wid  me, 

Sing  eong,  Kit.tj  ,  Kitty  Kimeo, 
I'll  tab  in  the  countr-y, 

Sing  song,  Kitcy,  Kitty  Kimeo. 
Kerno  Kinio  is  de  tune 

da-keys  sing  from  morn  till  noon, 
,  md  ftunu  all  -day  long, 

Vi»r  nemo  Kimo  i&  de  song.  - 


Now  white  folks,  *  e    e  a  gwiiw  a.-  ,. 

Bing^  for  you  some  bl  er 

. 
':!1  noon, 

Mg, 

de  song. 


*-T -*'  1  -SO  DO  I. 

•  waves  u;> 

! 


ng  pales  with  v  >irea  low 

•    li.  • 


t   >ur 
vera  for  ;hee. 


I 


'  appears, 
iu>,„«  'a  heart  is  bouading ; 
'.ears, 
Y  t  knows  not  why  'tig  sounding. 


a  maiden  dwer*, 
her  troth  w 

tells 
Phe\  L.e"er  can  be  ULited. 


TTiX   BOLD    BOLDfofr    TWY'i    SONG   BCOX. 

Soma  youth  with  f  ■  rer  form 
A  willing  bride  Jotii  wed  her; 

Or,  in  a  tover'i  pl«M, 
Death  to  tbe-gr*re  hath  led  Ber. 

"Whoe'er  the  br  !•  batb  won. 

He !  * '  must  sevt-r, 

He  feel*  that  j<  y  is  gone 

Prom  his  sad  aeartforeve;j, 

Iler  wll-kno'fn  home  once  jnore 

He  vi«ws  wiih  soft  en:' 
Then  steer^ifcK  boat  from  shore, 

\nd  seeks  the  itormy  ocean. 


&&. 
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